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Maxim Corev it die pecs-nanie of Alexei Mjadpiovieh 
PeaMov, who VTtU bom in lKfrli in tike dry of Nizhny- 
Novgorod, now renamed after him. After hh father's death 
he spent his childhood wish hn mother and gmrdEw.RTiii in 
irn Htnir^phere of twwtiiiiy, He vm mmed tsui €f ihe houce 
When hit tturthet ihttl and left to WCstk ttl Tuioui Itlhf - in A 
liiken, 1 , in an ikon-maker's simp, on barges - imril hit mir 
inccEtiLul tESnnpt it iiuddc. I/oj three yean lie windercd 
in ihii iHi-uth iihe q.rmmpbeft^repu'bhthirii!; hit first Kary/Miiut 
Gnrdni\ in * TtfUi newspaper, A fief hi* return so Nnshfiy he 
worked on mother newtpciper h in which mmij of hit tuntm 

nppe jicl! , h t t|U.i»uli.Jy achieved iaitu* and KKrfi afterward) Wt 
play J'iv Laurtf wii ;i utLitLiplL.ini success jr the Moscow 

Ant TJicarre, J 3 y now arrive in the revolutionary movement,, 
he wmi arrested in 1905 by *he Tsarist gpveiflmcm but rrk-tsed 
following a petition dgiied by eminent mteam m rtrul writem 
While in America in he*trag?J? mnu^cd American cafiinJ- 
hitti, and wfute hit be*E-6cLLJjig novel,, Alir/iw. During the I'lest 
Wnt’ld Wat lit wat UKacmted with die Marxist InteraaciorLiJjH 
Group, nod m 1917 he founded Nb a dady devoi-ed to 
left wing hur which DuHpqfcenly urtriekcd K*f*rwkj 

and Lenin's "CrjiunaunlRE hysrerisA hi tyii hi; ucn e. Eq Jtaly^ 
w!it]L he wrote AU LtiiMfiifitr, it-c third pan of hit great 
liuruhiiigraptuc^l Eulogy ; the ocher parts tire Afy CbtMx*d 
and Ajy Appmtimfop, He rerumed. to Mmcew in and 
from (hen un tie ma a diUripltiG df the Soviet eautc, In IfiyS 
he died - allegedly poitoord hy hi* pointed cttcriW - and 
Wa* given a hem's funeral in Ked Scjuiire, 

Rokald \i r e, e = srudied Russian language and literature ill 
Trinity Colley Cambridge, He hi» dio frantbied "The 
Little Demon" by Sologub. f^ftrp by Pushkin, Aly 

Ci?Mw«r ajjd Afy by Corky s*ftd Gogol'ii JDfr^pr 

a/ a Alitoimatt' published in the Penguin Classics. 
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Irtirdcti/ction 


Tut third part of Maxim Gorky's autobiographical rdlogy 
was written in t^h and published in the following year in 
the magazine Red Yet$n SM Several major episodes in 
My UmrrjTfjfs - the suicide attempt, life in Dtrenkov 3 # 
bakery - are described in fuller derail m earlier stories such m 
>lir Incident fro.** /ip I J/eq/ Makar, Th and Gorky refers 
to both of these in the ten of the present volume. The 
narrative of My Unktrsifit? is continued in the km sketches 
and short stories TJbe WtiUbrxati, Days $f KitmlfUikn, Pint Lew*, 
Gorky actually liad io fended publishing these and other 
sketches, together with Mj U.fjfrtrrifkj m in one volume, but 
he never earned (his out. 

In My ApprrntiMsbfp Gorky had portrayed his life in 
Nudmy-Novgorod with the Sergeyev*, describing the years 
from 1B7J 10 jH«4 t when he left hie native town for Kazan* 
wills the intention of enrolling at the university there. 

My Uftmrrifm records Gorky 1 * life up 10 1 {when he 
was twenty) and falls into two contrasting sections, the 
first describing his life tn Kazan up to his attempted suicide 
in iBWyj and the second his life m n small village thirty miles 
down the Volga. After a short while in Lhc village he feft for 
the South and eventually found work in a fishery an the 
shores of the Caspian* 

Gorky tells us at the close of Afy Apprettiifti&ip: 'I went to 
Kazan in the secret hope that I might somehow manage to 
enrol aa a student there/ However, his hopes were dashed, 
as he was considered too young and ill-prepared. Since he 
waa forced to tty and earn a living for himself from a very 
curly age, he had received no formal education whatsoever, 
He hail managed to read a great deal and had shown a 
Voracious appetite for all kind* of books - but only in the 
face of great difficulty: time and again he tells us he liad to 
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beg, burrow, and steal books, and we often see htsn poping 
Over a book trying to read by a homc-amdc candle, after a 
ctay of crippling work. 

Therefore the Irony of the title ttf the previous volume h 
continued, and Corky** 'univeirgitLM-* were in actuality 
dandstloes discussions with fcvotoctomrics in dark ceUara 
and secret meeting places, arguments with religious fmaijcs 
and highly eccentric schoolteachers - a truly harsh 'book of 
life 8 * Time for reading had to be fought for, with the constant 
threat of being discovered hanging over him* But he did 
manage to read a great deal, including socialist writer* such 
m Cbcmysbcvsky* Flckhanov and Lavrov. 

The variety of people encountered by Gorky in ,lfy Uni* 
jmriifiis is very striking, fcom the consumptive atheist Stiapmh- 
nikovj with his pathological hatred of God; theological 
students who hold orgies in brothels; the despicable 
Tolstoyan, Klopsky, who ■ educed twn sisters; half-demented 
drcajucri J aimless drifters, ardent revolutionaries. Aj m 
^f>« Apprrntimhip people are thrown ahum in life like flotsam, 
disappear, commit suicide, mre arrested and sent to Siberia, 

It was at this period in Gorky’s tile that he became involved 
with revolutionaries and the major pent of My Umtnrjiti w* is 
concerned with political activities, principally the Populist 
movement uf the i fi&ui, Lenin, who was cspdled from Kazan 

University during the difliwhances of 1887, states that thri 

part of the amobieigraphical trilogy was his favourite reading. 
Dcrenkov's bakery, where Gorky worked (at a time, was a 
secret meeting place for young students mu I others who 
opposed the Tsarist government; iarer the bakery was 
characterized in a police report as an enterprise rh.it hjd been 
* established with suspicious aims'. It is possible that the 
IniLhsome poUcemati Nika lory eh, who tries to make close 
fruLJids with Gorky, and to make an informer our of him* 
Was responsible fur reporting the 13 legitJ activities there to the 
an chorines, In a subsequent letter Gorky states that in 
reality be was far too buay working day and night (the 
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unremitting drudgery id that dark cellar of A bakery is 
wonderfully recorded in the famous story !TwM0Htfa Mm and 
Oftr Ctrl) for any revolutionary acti vitirt + 

However, Gorky did try to incite his fellow workers to 
revolt against Lad pay and conditions* but for the most part 
met with apathy- And Gorky repeatedly stresses his ditto- 
chant merit with workers and peasants, and looked sadly on 
their drunkenness, apathy and inertia- For dim reason he 
strongly criticizes books pon raying the lives of workers m 
* sweet and beautiful r , and which delighted in singing the 
praise* of the peasant with his simple wisdom; it was in ihh 
that Gorky showed himself sharply antagonistic to Tolatoy 1 * 
idealisation of the primitive virtue of the peasant. 

Gorky refutes the mbstMCt dogmas according to which the 
people were the 'mcamarlrm at spiritual beauty and kindness' 
and writes: ‘But l bad never known Any people who were 
really like this. 1 had seen carpenter?* stevedores, bricklayers, 
men like Yakov, Osip, Grigory/ These men, whom he met 
in At? s 3 pprtxtkuiipi and later* were a source of sad disillu¬ 
sion, and hooks describing their virtues wad spiritual beauty 
were nothing but fiction. These men were never f God-like, 
the repository 1 of ail that was beautiful, just and majestic'. 

The workmen in thai. dark sooty bakery cellar were totally 
unresponsive to bis exhortations to seek a be [ter life and 
considered him an ' amusing down*. Lartrr in Aly Unmmths, 
when Gorky joins Romas to help him start a fruit-growing 
collective to protect the peasants against the JhtlaJk farmers he 
finds Lite same Total lack of response. And when the shop is 
finally burned down by peasant* for selling good* too cheaply 
Gorky decides he has bad enough and leaves for the Caspian, 
la bis depiction of his life at Kmsnovidovo, in the hitter part 
of My Urntwrifur* Gorky provides a stark picture of the 
decomposition of the Russian village in the face of the 
growing tide of capitalism. 

In this [fast pan of his autobiographical trilogy Gorky 
submits himself to relentless self-oniilysis - mud] more 10 
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than in the rafllcf volumes Book*, he tells m r redly provided 
no answer to his searchings,. and he stale* thin be ‘seldom 
found ideas in book* which T had not already encountered an 
reality / And hJs bewilderment in the face of the many and 
varied * philosophies' offered him by the students and teachers 
with whom he mixed confused him even more. dearly he 
saw himself ms a host of contradictions, and felt that he was 
being "drawn in all directions*, The hard world, as in his 
life before, conflicted sharply wath what his reading had led 
him to expect and he concluded that be would always be a 
misfit and never find his true place in life. Willi the typical 
»df-cfi£ickm of an adolescent, lacking ail confidence and very 
unsure of himself, he ccib us: 'On the whole, I Jjd hot care 
foe myself., * 1 thought of myself as clumsy and coarse* I dis¬ 
liked my face with its high Kalmyk check-bones, and my voice, 
which did noi obey dm.' Besides intdlcciual, there were 
sexual problems and he is mocked by Im fellow wntktra for 
his ciLfcjme timidity and priggishruxs. All of these factor*, 
combined with the forces of crippling drudgery ihai hnd 
undermining his strength for some considerable bine, led 
to a complete breakdown and his attempt at suicide. 

This took place in the December of 18^7, when he bought 
a revolver and tried to shoot himself through the heart. The 
bullet missed, but caused permanent damage to hii luttgs. In 
a local newspaper his suicide note was recorded: T ask you 
to blame the German poet 1-Jcine for my dcalh t he invented 
Toothache tn the heart. I ask you to dissect my heart tu sec 
what kind of devil was in me.* Gorky was ditimissed from 
hospital after teti days, but the matter did not end there, and 
the suicide note eventually came into the harms of the Ka^m 
ecclesiastical authorities, who excommunicated Gorky for 
seven yean, which certainly did not cause him any concern. 

It was Romas, the worldly peasant who had pust returned 
from a prison term in Siberia, who - saved/ him. The practical 
wisdom of this simple peasant k strongly contrasted with die 
half-baked 1 philosophies 1 and empty thcorhdog Lie had 
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encountered in both hooks and people, Romas helped Gorky 
recover his idf-rapCCt, advising him to study and never 
cinee embarrassing him by asking the reasons for the suicide 
attempt. 

After three years of wandering in the Sooth* Gorky finally 
went to Tiflis* where in 9* the editor of the newspaper 
the CattfaM-j snip reused with the way he told of his adventures 
fin this most eventful of lives) made him sit down In his, 
office and write them down. The result was hia first published 
story Mitkitr Chudfo, signed with the pen-name KL Gorky. 
In the following year with the help of Lanin and Korolenko, 
he obtained a post on a local paper. Thus began his literary 
career. 
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TO G1SELA 

Translator 







Afy Univ$rsithi 

And- so T went to study in no less a place than the LToi- 
vemity of Kazan, A student cal ted N. Ycvieinov* a likeable 
handsome young man with the tender eyes of a woman, 
first gave me the idea. He lived La the same house as me, up in 
the a trie, and became very interested in tne, seeing how often 
I had a biMiFkin my hand. We Latrodueed ourselves, and before 
long Yevrelnov w i tying to convince me that I possessed 
‘on exceptional Lilem for Learning** *Yau were fas binned by 
nature to serve learning/ he would say a and be looked very 
handsome when he shook his mane of long hair. 

At t hat time L was completely ignorant of the fact that one 
could serve scholarship like a rabbit t and as Yevrdnov 
demonstrated so clearly, what universities needed wm young 
men, just Like myself* And, of coiirM; t the ghost of ibe illus¬ 
trious Mikhail Lomonosov * was invoked, Yeveeinov said ihaE 
I would live wills lum in Kami, spend she autumn and winter 
studyingat the Gymnasium and [hen, after passing*some Lind 
t»P examination (lie often u^ed this phrase) 1 w'nuld receive a 
government grant from the University -And earn the title of 
* scholar p after live years. It a El sounded so simple, because 
Yevrdneiv was nineteen and he had a gcwxl heart. 

When he had passed his exams he left and t^o weeks Enter [ 
followed him. As she said good -bye Grandmother gave me the 
following advice: 'Now, don't get angry with people, you’re 
in the habit of doing that the whole time and you've become 
bossy Lind arrogant. It all conies from your Grandfather, But 
wbM is he. after all? Lie's lived Ids life and he's turned out a 
fool* a bitter old man, Now don't you forget that God dixaa’t 
judge people - that would be too flattering for the Devil I 
Well* good-bye now . - / As she wiped the meagre tears from 
her swarthy, Hobby checks, she added: l VVc shan't see each 
* Fim grant Rimum jcuntrit and liuftutse (1711-6^). (TtwiSr) 





other ever again, Ycw^rc a rolling stone and now you 1 re going 
a tong way away* and I F U soon be dead . , P p 

I'or some lime now 1 had drifted away from that dirAt old 
woman and I tardy saw tier. And now came the painful* 
sudden realisation that I would never meet anyone so doiur 
to me agoin^ someone who would be so much a past of me, 

I stood at: the stern ui the ship and saw her standing there 
on litt.- t|iuaysidc T eroding herself with one hand while with 
the ocher she wiped her face with the corner of her old shawl - 
that face with dark cy» shining with an undying love of 
people. 

And here I was in a half Tartar city* in. a little room in a 
single-storeyed house which stood by itself on a small hill at 
I he end oJ a narrow* miserable street. One of the walls over¬ 
looked a piece of wa&te ground where once there liad been a 
fire. It was overgrown with weeds. The ruins of die brick 
budding that had once seen id there stuck out nmting the 
thickets of wormwood, burdock, horse sorrel and hrnom, and 
underneath was a large cellar in which Htaf dogs lived and 
died, I remember that odki very well - it became one of mf 
universities. 

The Yevretnovs (the mother and her two sons) tried to 
make ends meet on a wretched pen g tom From my Very fine 
days there E saw bow that Jude grey widow, with a sadness 
that was ho tragic to watch, used to come hack from the 
market, hy out her shopping cm the kitchen table and then try 
to Kflive the dirtKuli problem of making a decent meal toe 
three heahby ynixng men from a few scraps of lough mc.it, 
without even dunking of herself, She never said very much 
and her grey eyes were hardened with the hopeless* ineffectual 
obstinacy of an old hone shat* having exhausted all its 
strength* still tries to drag its load up a bill, and knowing very 
well that it won’t make the top* carries on dl the simt 

One morning* about three days alter 1 arrived, when the 
two sons were still asleep in die kitchen and I was helping the 
mother to dti an tome vegetables* she asked me in a gentle* 
cautious voices * Why did you come berv? 1 
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f To study at the university/ 

As she spoke her eyebrows moved upwards tngerher with 
the yellow* leathery skin of her forehead. The knife slipped 
and she cur her finger badly, She sank back onto a chair as she 
sucked the blood from ihe wound, but immediately jumped to 
her feet Again and said: *QH P belli * 

She bandaged her finger with berliandkerchicf and praised 
me. 

f Yau*re very gor>d at peeling potatoes/ 

!l would have been very surprising jf | wasn't! [ told her 
about my work on the steamboat and she aiked; 'Do you 
think thif lj u.iliiiea you for entering the university? 1 

At that penod In my Life my sense of humour was not very 
keen, I took her question seriously mid told her about my 
intended course of action, as a result of which the doors of 
that temple or learning would open up for me, She sighed and 
said: H Qh p Nikolai, Nikohni 1 

At that moment Nikolai came into the kitchen for a wash - 
he was heavy with deep, his hair dishevelled. | L lookud as 
cheerful as ever* 

"Mama, some mwt dumplings would be a good ideal* 

'Yes, a good idea/ she agreed. 

As 1 wonted to show off my knowledge of the art of cook¬ 
ing [ rold her that the meat was not gotd enough for making 
dumplings. Anyway* there wm not enough. 

This infuriated Varvara Ivanovna and she directed some 
expressions at me that were so strong they made my cars burn 
and turn upwards. She threw a bundle of carrots on the table 
and. left the kitchen* Nikolai winked at me ind explained her 
behaviour: * She's fodmg a hie low today. 1 

J k settled down on a bench and informed me that* on the 
whole;* women tended to be more highly strung than men - 
that was part of duck nature - and that this had been proved 
beyond aJJ shadow of douhi by a very learned Swiss scholar, 
An Englishman called. John Stuaci Mill had said something 
on the object as well, Nikolai loved lecturing me and he took 
advantage of every opportunity for stutfng my brain with 



some du ng that was 'absolutely necessary" and without which 
il was impossible to live'-1 would listen ra him eagerly and 
in a very short time Foucault* La EodidbuoillM and La 
Ruehej:Lt.|iieliiii all merged into one and ihc same person. I 
could not remember whose head was cm off by whom, if 
Lavoisier hud beheaded Dumounez, or if if was the other way 
round. That fine young man sincerely wished to 'make a man 
out of me* and he confidently promised to accomplish this* 
But in actual fact, he did not have the rime* nor w&> he in a 
position where be could take me seriously in hand, Hts youth¬ 
ful egoism lad irresponsibility blinded him + so that he just 
could not see bow tunning and turd-working his mother had 
to be in order to run the household. His younger broth?i* a 
father dull-witted, taciturn student at the gymnasium, was 
even less aware of this. But for a long time now I had come to 
know, in all their finer points, the complicated conjuring 
tricks v Sikh the chemistry and economies of cooking involved 
and I deafly &aw the sheer cunning of that woman, who was 
forced every single day to deceive her mm* stomachs and feed 
such an unpleasant-looking, badly-mannered vagrant, 

Macumliy, every slice of bread that was shared out to me lay 
Etc a heavy stone on my conscience. 

So f went out to look for a job, whatever it nught be, I 
would (cave the house, first thing in the morning tu avoid eat¬ 
ing there. If the weather was bad l would spend the time sit¬ 
ting in the cellar on die waste ground. Ah 1 wat them among 
the stinking carcases of dogs and cats, listening to the pouring 
mn and sighing wind, I soon came to realize that the univer¬ 
sity was a wild dream itnd I would have done better to stick to 
my original intention of running away to Persia. Already I 
pictured myself as a gray-bearded wizard with a mngtc formula 
for producing grain the *iie of apples, potatoes weighing 
nearly Tony pounds each and, in general, as someone bringing 
many blessings into a world where life was so diabolical - and 
nor only lor myself, 1 Imd already learned how to drvum of 
strange adventures and heroic deeds, litis was of great help 
to me on lIiosk day s when life was parrieuLuly hard - and since 

16 



there were plenty of these 1 became an accomplished dreamer* 
I did not expect help from Anyone imund me, or hope Eh^t l 
might liavc 1 sudden stroke of luck: but I was gradually de¬ 
veloping great strength of will and persistence in whatever I 

did. 

The harder life became* die stronger and wiser I felt, j 
understood it a very early age that men are created by their 
resilience to their environment* To ward off starvation I used 
to go down elj the wharves along the Volga* where it was my 
to earn fifteen Or twenty kopecks. Surrounded by stevedores* 
tramps and thieve*. I felt just like a piece of iron thrown unto 
a heap of red-hot coal, and every day filled me with countless 
impressions that were painful and not easily forgotten. Those 
tnco there, with their naked greed and crude instincts* spun 
before me like a whirlwind, and (Jicsr aJigry feelings towards 
llfe > their derisively hostile attitude towards the whole world* 
their indifference to what happened m themselves* appealed 
to me AH that r bad directly experienced in my own life drew 
me towards them and made me want to plunge myself into 
that same: cynical world. 

Brer H arte and the huge quantity of cheap novels I had read 
only made me sympathize with them ail the more. 

The consumptive Bashkin p a man whs* had been cruelly 
beaten in hie time, who wag once a student at a teachers' train¬ 
ing college and who had now rumed professional thief, used 
to give me eloquent litiJe sermons: 1 Why are you i a shy, psi 
like a young girl ? Afraid of losing your honour? list's ati d 
virgin has to lore, but for yon ir*s & mills rone round your 
neck. An ox is honest* so nil it gets is hay/ 

He had reddish hair* wai dean shaven, like an actor* and 
the nimble, gentle movements of his small body reminded me 
of a kitten. He behaved towards me like a teacher* wanting ecj 
take me under hii wing, and [ felt that he sincerely wanted me 
to be successful and happy, Bashkin very dever* and he 
had read many good books - Tbs Cm wtf a/Muttl? Crhte was his 
favourite* 

c That book has a purpose 4$d a heart/ he would say. 
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\ Ic liked ivuruta and talked about them rapturously» smack¬ 
ing his lip^ in relish £u hii broken body twitched convulsively. 
There MS something morbid about these jerk* of his and t hey 
repelled me But 3 thtened lo what he said attentively, appro 
dating the beauty of liis words. 

- Oh f women, women r he would say in & ling-aotig voice 
cuid the blood would rush to his sallow* face and Kfe dark eyes 
gleamed with delight. *1 would go through anything for a 
woman. Like the dcvil + they don't know sint Stay in love - no 
one's ever thought of anything better- 1 

He was a talented story-teller and effortlessly composed 
link songs for the prostitutes abouL ihe snrrows of unhappy 
love. 'IT esc songs of his were sung in ali the towns along the 
Volga, He was the author of tint very popular song: 

Ten a poof girl, and rk> beamy. 

And I'm very badly dressed. 

Who Would ever want to marry, 

A poor girl like me . * * ?' 

Trusov, a mysterious, good-looking character who dressed 
i:ithcr flashily and who bad the thin finger* of a musician, was 
very kind to me. He owned a shop in the Admiralty qu,ir»er 
and although his board bore the sign "Watchmaker 1 , he actu¬ 
ally lived by selling stolen gtx>cb* 

Hkshkovl Don't you ever rr-tch yourself thieves* tricks] p 
he would **y, solemnly stroking his grey beard and screwing 
up his cunning* bold eyes. 11 I can ace that you're cut out 10 be 
something elsc r you're a spin to jJ person.' 

‘What do you mean fpirtimft* 

*1 mean someone without any cmee of jealousy in him, only 
curiosity*, «* 

As far as I was concerned tliis was far from the truth, since 
I was very jealous of a tot of things. Moreover, Bashkin's 
ability to cxpicss himself In it peculiar, almost poetical style, 
with unexpected similes and luriLS of phrase, made me envi¬ 
ous* 1 muembet the beginning of otic of his stories about a 
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love affair, 'One dull night I was sirring in my room, like an 
Owl in the hollow of a Tree, in the poor little town of Sviy- 
azhsk. It Wm autumn,. Qctolrtt, and outside tile lazy little min 

wilt falling, l could hear the wind breathing like an mgty 
Tartar ringing his endless songs: Dn>-n-u-u-u r And then she 
came, light and rosy Sis a doud at sunrise, but her eyes shime 

with a deceptive purity of soul *\My dear/' she sdd in that 
honest-sounding volet* *'Fvc not been unfaithful/' 1 knew that 
she was lying, hut all the an me 1 believed it was the truth 1 
Reason limity told me it wasn’t so, but in my heart I just 
couldn't believe it/ As he spoke he swayed rhythmically to 
and fro, covering his eyes and gently touching himself over 
the bean. His voice was dull and lifeless, but Ida words were 
bright and clear, like a mghringale F s song. 

I was jealous of Trusov. Here was a man who spoke so 
fascinatingly about Siberia, Khiva and Bokhara* so comically 
and maliciously about bishops. Once he satd something about 
Alexander III in a mysterious voice? H That Tsar knows bis 
fob all right] p 

Tmsov struck me as one of ihejse + villains 1 who at the end 
of a novel, flinch to the reader's surprise, turn info magnatii- 
ntoud herowu 

Sometimes, on filifting nights, men would cross the river 
to the meadows, and lie among the bushes, drinking, 
earing, chairing about their personal affairs, but more often 
about the complexities of life, idiom the strange muddle of 
human relations hips. But moidy lbey Would dUcuss women. 
They miked about them with bittern^ and with sorrow, 
sometimes Very imichingty and almost always with sirring 
feelings, as though they were peering into a dark place Idled 
with painful surprjtes. I Spent about three weeks with them 
under that dark sky with its dun stars, down in the grilling 
heat of a hollow thickJy overgrown with willows. On those 
dark nig hr*, when one could sense from the dampness in the 
ftk that The Volga was near, the lights of masts on the ship* 
seemed to he crawling everywhere* like golden spiders* and 
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the dark mass of the hilly bank wa? dotted with little fiery 
parches and veins of light - these were windows in pubs and 
houses in the prosperous vilhgc of Us! on. The blades of 
paddle wheels made a dull sound as they threshed the waier 
and it broke one's heart to hear those men bowling like wolves 
as they stood on trains of barges. Somewhere L could hear a 
hammer striking iron and a mournful song drifting over the 
water, m though someone's soul were gcmiy smouldering, 
bringing a sadness tim ky on one’s heart like ashes T 

And it whs even sadder listen! ng to the softly flowing words 
of the men meditating on lift, cadi spedting about what in¬ 
terested him alpne ftud lordly paying my Attention to whist 
the others said. As they ?at down or sprawled out under the 
bushes they smoked cigarette* and now and again* without 
any sign of greediness, would rip just a little vodka or beer 
and then let thcmsdve* drift back watch into the past, 'dong the 
path of memories. 

One of them who seemed flattened against the earth by the 
pitch-black night said : ¥ Listen to what happened to me once 

i 

‘Things like that happen . *. all the time.,** the others 
would agree after hearing the story. 

Ail I could hear were the words 1 happened\ ‘happens’* 
r used to happen 1- and it seemed to me that during the course 
of that night the tnen had reached the last hours of their life: 
everything was past and done with* nothing would ever hap¬ 
pen again 1 

It was feeling? such a? rba-e time alienated me from Bashkin 
and Trusov, bur I liked them all the same. And if I tried to 
think really logically about all that 1 had been through* then 
it would have been only natural for me to have gone off with 
them. My outraged hopes of bettering myself, of becoming a 
student, also drew me towards them. In times of hunger, anger 
and weariness T felt quite capable of committing any crime, 
and not only against the 1 sacred institution of private prop¬ 
erty s . However, the romantic urges of youth prevented me 
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leaving the path that I was destined no tread. By this time, be- 
sides the humane stories of Bret Hartt and various cheap 
novels, I bid read ejuite a few reriotis books that arocised a 
yearning for something that was suit very vague, but which I 
knew had more meaning tban anything t saw around me. And 
at the same time [ made new friends, and new impressions 
were born. The boys from the gymnasium used to go and play 
skittles tm the ware ground nest \q the YerrdlSOfV and one 
of them, Gary PJetnyov, enchanted me. 

He had a dark likin, the blue-black hair of a Japanese; arid 
his face was covered with tiny black spots, just as though 
someone had rubbed h all over with gunpowder. He was ir¬ 
repressibly cheerful, good at games, a witty conversationalist* 
and endowed with many different talents chat were sail in 
embryo. Like ail ttlfcored Russian* he was concern to live 
■imply on what nature had given him and he made no effort at 
all to cultivate or develop it. He had a keen car and a ma-rvel- 
Ions feeling for music, which he loved. He could play the 
ffv#** balalaika* and accordion extremely well, but he made 
3^0 effort it all tn master more re lined or difficult instruments. 
I h wan poor and badly dressed, but his torn and crumpled 
shirt, his patched trousers, and bis worn-out shots that were 
full of holes, seemed to httrmonitf perfectly with bis swagger¬ 
ing manner, the lively movements of fiii body and sweeping 
gestures. 

He was like a man who had just got up after a long and pain¬ 
ful illness, or a prisoner who bad just been freed. Everything 
in life was new for htm, pleasant; everything sent him Into fits 
of boisterous gaiety and he jumped around like a fire-cracker. 

When he discovered how painful and dangerous my life was 
he invited me to live with him and *iudy to be a teacher m n 
vilkge school. Yud so I found myself in a strange, but very 
cheerful, tenement culled die Warusovka - familiar in alt prob¬ 
ability tn many a generation of Kazan student*, tr was a large, 
dilapidated house on Ryhnoryadsfey Street and appeared to 
4 piiii - & kind nf pultery ftmu,} 
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liuvc been captured from it s owners by the hungry students, 
prostitute^ and Jiving pfe&Moou of people who bid outlived 
their time, 

Pktnyov's room was in the space tinder the stair i 1 cm ding 
up to the attic. Hia entire furniture consisted of i camp-bed 
und n table and chair by the window ai die end of die corridor* 
There were three dnors in this pasmage and behind two of them 
Jived pmsdtufc*, Behind the third was a consumptive maths 
teacher from a church achi^l, a tail, scraggy* almost terrifying 
man who seemed to have Coarse reddish wool grtswing every¬ 
where and whose filthy old rags barely covered hem - ha* 
shiny blue skin and skeletal ribs showed through the holes in 
the most ghastly way T 

It seemed that bis only food was his own linger n^ih H which 
he had gnawed until they bled, Day and night he sat there 
making drawings and calculations, and he coughed inces¬ 
santly* making hollow, booming sounds. The prostitutes were 
afraid of him and thought that he was mad. Hut they felt sorry 
for him and used to put bread H tea or sugar outside his door, 
in little packets. He would pick these up and carry them a way, 
wheezing like a tired old hoisc. If they forgot to leave any¬ 
thing for some reason or other, or were unable to, he would 
open his door and shout down the corridor in his rasping 
voicer p Gjve me some bread T 

The pride of a maniac happy in the knowledge of his own 
greatness; gteamed in the dark pits of his deep sunken eyes. 
Now and again he was visited by a hunchbacked little yrey- 
hairtd freak of a man with a twisted ]eg who wore very kitong 
glasses over his puffy nose s and whose craftily smiling tallow 
face put one in mind of a castrate. Both of them would make 
sure the door was tightly shut and sit for hours on end jn 
mysterious silence. Once, however, quite late at night, [ was 
woken up by i be nmihem^tidati screaming in a hear at. v ioient 
voice; H But I'm telling you that it's a prison 1 Geometry's a 
cage, yest A mousetrap] A prison !* The hunchback tn?ak 
squealed with laughter and kept on repeating some Intom- 



prebcnsibte words. Then the matbmaiickn suddenly bel¬ 
lowed: "To bell with you* dear oft l p When his guest I tad ml- 
led out in Id the torridor, hissing, squealing and wrapping 
himself up id his broad cloak p the nrathemaEiciMi stood at the 
door p a tall and terrifying figure. He ran lib fingers through 
Lis dishevelled hair and said in a wheeling voice; 'Euclid is 
an idiot I An id-r-ot E t wn prove that God Ins nlore hr.tms than 
tlmt Greek I R And be slammed the door no hard that fomcthlng 
in his room crashed ro the floor. 

I soon discovered that tills man was trying to prove God's; 
existence by mathematics. But he died before lie could do dus. 

Plcttiyov worked as a proof-reader on the night shift at a 
newspaper office, for wluch he earned himself eleven kopecks. 
It' I happened to come back without any money we had to live 
on four pound* of bread, tvrti kopeck* 1 worth of tea and three 
kopecks 1 worth of sugar a day, I never really had the time to 
go out and earn any thing, strict I had to stick to my studies, 
This 1 found extremely difikalt, Grammar, with .ill its ugly, 
narrow rale? and ossified formulae* was particularly depressing 
and I wquite hopeless at squeezing into them a language so 
alive and so difficult, So capriciously flexible as Russian. But 
before long, much to my pleasurc s t discovered time 1 had 
started *t oo early F and that, even if I did manage to pass exams 
that would have qualified me to teach in the village schools, I 
would nor have been accepted on account of my age. 

I shared die same bunk as Plctnyov; I slept in it at night, 
when he was at work s and he used it during the day. He w ould 
return early in the morning, exhausted from Lick of sleep,. his 
face wen swartluer and his eyes inflamed. 1 would inimcdi* 
Jttdy go out to the pub and get some hoc water - it goes with' 
out spying chat we could not afford a samovar. Then we 
would sit by the window with our tea and bread, Gary used to 
tcU me wll the latest news from the newspaper office and recite 
amusing verses written by an sJcobolk columnist who went 
cinder the name of "Red Domino', His light-hearted attitude 
to life amused me and it Seemed just like that of the fat-faced 



Galkina, who Amid women’s second-hand doliics in the mar¬ 
ket and who was a procuress This was the woman from whom 
Gory rented hh little corner under the stairs As he never iuad 
rtny money to pay the rent he would entertain her with pkes, 
by p faying the accordion and singing sentimental songs in¬ 
stead. A smite gleamed in his eyes when he sang in, his slight 
tenor voice. 

When she waa a girl Galkina had performed at the open 
and she knew all about singing, Often floods of tiny ttt*f 
would roll down from chat woman's cheeky eyes onto her 
puffy bluish glutton and drunkard's cheeks t and ahe would 
brush them away with her flabby ringets t carefully drying 
them with her filthy handkerchief, 

*01s r Gmochkai* ahe would flight "you’re an arfiM\ If only 
you were a Iitle more Imnd^me I could fix you up all tight! 
XVe lost count of all the you/iitj like you IVe fixed up with 
women because they gut miserable on their own!' 

One of these 'ynuthlca 1 lived right ovee us. He was a stud¬ 
ent and the son of a furrier's assistant. He was of average 
height and broad In the chest. Hrs terribly narrow hips made 
him look Ike a triangle standing on it# apes which had been 
■lightly broken off tit the tip. The soka of his feel were small, 
juist like a woncuirfs. I ie had a small head that was deeply pink 
berw^een the shoulder*, and he bad reddish, bristly hair. His 
great pale green eyes looked out gloomily from hip white 
anaemic face- 

After great efforts on his part - he often went hungry, like a 
stray dog - and much against his father’* ufishes, he imnaged 
to finish his course ift the gymnasium and get a [dare at the 
University. Bur he then discovered that he had a smooth bass 
voice r so he decided to take up singing instead. Gftildna soon 
settled hint with a rich merchants wife about forty years old, 
with one son. already in hii third year and a daughter who had 
fust left the gymnasium, She wa* a scraggy-looking woman, 
flaf-cbesled and stiff aa a soldier, and wfih the driedbup face of 
an ascetic nun. Her large grey eyes Were hidden in their dark 


FOcketi. She: always wrsffc black* within old-fashioned. silk scarf 
over her head. Earrings made from some sort ol poisonous- 
looking green stone shook when she moved her car*. 

Sometime* during the evening or early morning she would 
visit her student, and more than once t Saw her almost leaping 
through the from gate* and striding with determination across 
the yard. Her face wm quite frightening, and she pressed her 
lips so tightly they almost completely disappeared. I let eye® 
had a wide-open look and gazed wearily and hopelessly 
straight ahead. But to me she appeared to be blind. She was 
not really ugly a but nervous stress had disfigured her* stiffened 
her body and green her fane a horribly pinched look. 

1 Watch out I' Pktnyov used to say. *1 think she's mud/ 

The student luted her and avoided her as much as he Could. 
But she pursued him, just like a spy or some ruthless creditor 

After he had had a few drinks he would confess: "I'm quite 
bewildered by all thlsl What do I want with singing? With 
my ugly mug and a figure lake mine they wouldn't even let me 
on to the stage, oh nol p 

€ Why dorfL you finish with her?" Plctnyov advised him. 

4 Yc*i you're right. But Vm sorry for her, I can't stand the 
sight of her, yet Vm sorry .. . If only you birw how she. . . 
ob,*/ 

We already knew* since we had heard how that woman 
would stand im the stairs at night pleading with him in her 
empty h trembling voice: 'For Christ’* sake, dear, please!" 

She owned a isrge factory, house*, horses, donated thou^ 
Brands of roubles to a mid wives' training school. But she 
pleaded for tove, just like a beggar asking foe charity, 

After tea Pktnyov would go to bed while 1 went out to try 
and find some work and 1 came back In the evening just when 
Gury was going off to die printing office- If i managed to 
bring back some food - bread* sausage or boiled tripe - we 
would allure every tiling equally and he would take hk pot dan 
off to work. When he had left 1 used to wander down the cor¬ 
ridors and passage* in die Marusovbi, taking a dose look at 
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ihc lives of all those people who were so new and unfam filar. 
The house was a warming with them, just like in ant-hilL It 
was full of acrid* sour smells and chick, hostile shadows lurked 
id every comer. The noise went on from morning until late at 
night - the incessant hum of seamstresses' sewing machine?, 
chorus girls from the operetu practising their voices,, the 
cooing sound of the student wilJi his deep voice going up and 
down the scales, the loud exclamation* of the half- demented 
actor who had Liken to drink, che hysterical bawling of tipsy 
prostitutes t I was faced with a natural, but mWobk question: 
‘What isu all for ? r 

A tcd-huired, bald man with high cheek-bone^ a large 
stomach, thin legs, a huge mouth and horsey teeth which 
canted him the nickname of B Chestnut 1 used aimlessly to hang 
around dim hungry y&mg people. J le was in the third year 
of j lawsuit with some relatives, who were merchant* from 
Simbirsk and he used to tell each and every one of us: c t don't 
want to go on living any more, but before I die Til r« them I 
Then they'll wander around tike beggars and have to live on 
charity' for three ycar^ and afterwards !M 1 return everything 
l*m suing them for - I'll give stall back and ask them: M Well, 
you devils ? What have you got ro say now ? M 1 

Ts that your aim in life, Chestnut?* they would ask* 

*Ycs, that's whir IVc set my whole heart 00, and diere’s 
nothing else I want , 1 

For days on end be would hang around the local courts, the 
High Court, and call on his lawyer. Often In the evening be 
would come back in a cab wkh a whole pile of bags, parcels, 
bottles and give wild parties in his filthy room with, its sagging 
ceiling and uneven door. He invited the students and seam¬ 
stresses - everyone, in fart, who wanted to stuff himself with 
food and have a few drinks . 11 Chestnut 1 would only drink mm, 
which had Left indelible dark reddish stains on the table-cloth, 
hi* clothe*. and even on die floor, When he had drunk a few 
gLussea he would start waiting: 'You’re my dear Ihttc birds \ I 
love you, ytiu*cc all honest people. But Fm a rotten devil and 
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n er-cra-eadik! All I want Is to ruin my relatives and I'll do 
it! God r I don** want i<3 live any more! 1 Chestnut's eyes would 
blink gloomily and drunken tear* would wash that stupid face 
with iis high check-bones, I k would wipe diem away with the 
palm of his hand and then mb it on his kFiees. His Lmusera 
were always covered with greasy stains. 

+ And how do ytM nuuiagc to livc? p he would sbouL A Cold 
and hunger, rotten clothes. Is ii all decreed by some Law? 
Wfcuii can you hope to learn with thut kind of a life? Oh, if 

only die Tsar knew what iives you lead-" Then he would 

puill a handful of ditJercnt coloured banknotes from Ids pocket 
a.nd 9skL 'Well, who wants some money? Take it* my dear 
friends t J The chorus girls and seamstresses would greedily 
snatch the money out of his hairy hand and this made him laugh 
out loud ftnd aay- 'That's not for you, it's for the students/ 

But the students would not take the money. r I"hc furrier^ 
ioji shouted angrily' ^To hell with ihe money! * On one occa¬ 
sion* when he W*5 drunk, he brought Pktnyov a bundle of 
ten-rouble notes crumpled up into a ball. He threw them onto 
the table and said: * Well, do jon need them ? I don't/ Thtn hi 
lay down on our bunk and started howling stnd subbing so 
much that wc had to give him is drink and pour cold water 
over him. When he had fallen asleep Pktayov tried to smooth 
out the crumpled bank-notes* but it was impossible r they were 
so tightly rolled that we had to separate ihem by moistening. 
It was stifling, tramj>cd + noisy and nightmarish in that dirty, 
smoky room with ha windows facing the stone wHl of the 
house next door. 

Chestnut mated kinder than anyone. I asked him: f Why do 
you live here and not in a hotel ? f 

1 My dear friend . . . i/s for my jwi I Being here with yon 
warms it up . . / 

The furrier's son confirmed this: ‘That** true. Chestnut! 1 
feel the rams If I lived anywhere else Td be finished/ 

Chestnut would ask Pktnyov; 'Play us a rime. give us a 
song/ 
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Gary would put hi z gtuJi on his knees anil &but singing: 
"lUsc, rise oh beautiful ana + * / HEs soft voice went straight 
to one's heart. 

The whole room fell quiet and everyone udi deep in thought 
listening to those plaintive words and die quiet snummiog of 
the fiMjfi. 

r IIeh, that sounds good [ T muttered that unhippj? comforter 
of merchant women, Gary Flctnyov who wa# endowed with 
that brand of wisdom called cheerfulness played the good 
foiry among the strange inhabitants of that Inouae- Hi* Soul, 
which seemed to have been dyed in the bright coif jure of 
youth, brightened those dark lives with the fireworks of won- 
efcrful jnk« t good longa p witty ridicule of people's moE&ls 
and habits, and outspoken comments on the gross injustice of 
life. 

He was only just twenty, and looked like a mere boy. Due 
everyone in that house treated him a* someone they could rely 
upon for good advice in difficult times and who woa always 
teady to help in one way or another. The better people there 
loved him and the nasty ones were afraid of him. Even old 
Kitifoiych the policeman always greeted him with his foxy 
Emile. 

The yard of the Manisovka was used as a general thorough¬ 
fare and tis h sloped away uphill ii joined two a Erects, Rybnor- 
yadsky with Stattv-Goishechny, on one corner of which _\ r ihi- 
forych h s sentry bos cosily snuggled not far away from the 
gates of oar house. Nikiforydi wh the senior policeman in 
our neighbourhood and he Was a tall, lean man whose chest 
was covered with medals He had a clever face, a friendly 
smile, and cunning eyes. 

He was very interested in nur noiiy colony, which con- 
fiisted of people of the past and of the future. Several times s\ 
day Ms neatly-built figure made its appearance in the yard and 
hr never hurried as he paced up and down, peering into every 
window like a aoo-kttper doing his rounds of the cages. 

One winter a one-armed officer by the name of Smirnov 
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and a soldier called Muratov were attested - both of theta had 
been awarded the Cross of Georgia and had served under 
Skobdye? in the Akhal-Tekin Expedition Together with 
five others - Zobnin, OvsyankM* Grigoryev* Krylov Lind 
someone: else - llsey were arrested for attempting to Set up a 
secret printing press. One Sunday, in broad day tight, Muratov 
and Smirnov tried to steal ionic type face from Klyuchnikov's 
press, which was si mat ed in one of the busiest streets.* and 
there they were caught* And one night the gendarmes arrested 
a tall gloomy imn in the Marusovka whom. I had nicknamed 
4 Wondering Belfry*. When Gury heard ahs.iut this nest morn¬ 
ing he rumpled his thick block hair excitedly and said: J Run 
over there, as quick as bell, 'Maksimych * . / 

After explaining where I should run he added: 'But be very 
careful, there might be detectives/ 

J was delighted at this mysterious mission and flew as swift 
a* a marlin to the Admiralty suburb. When 1 reached the cop¬ 
persmith's dark workshop I could make out the figure of A 
young mart with curly bdr and remarkably blue eyes. He was 
plating a SdttCcpfttl, but lie did not took like a workman at alL 
[n one comer a little aid snail with a. small scrap round Ms hair 
w-'is grin ding a tap in a vice. 

I asked the coppersmiths *Any work?* 
r Vhc old man answered angrily: "WeVe got work, but 
there B s none for you 1 1 The young man gave me a quick glance 
and then leaned over the saucepan again. I gently nudged hi* 
leg with mine,, and he furiously stared at me in uuixemcM 
with those blue eyes, holding the saucepan by the handle as 
though, he were about to hurl it at me. But os scion as he saw 
me wink lie calmly said: 'Well get out of here, get out/ 

1 winked at Mm. once again and went out into the street* 
The curly-haired hoy stretched himself and folio wed s silently 
Staring at me as he smoked a cigarette. 

'Art you Tikhon?' I asked, 

'Yes/ 

* Pyo tr's been arrested/ 





He frowned angrily md seemed to be testing me with hii 
eyes, 

'Which Pyotr?' 

1 The tall one, like a deacon/ 

‘Anything el?c? ‘ 

‘Nothing/ 

“Whai do t want with this Pyotr and deacons md ail the 
teat of them ? 1 the coppersmith asked and the way be asked 
this finally convinced me that he was not a workman, 1 ran 
home and was very proud tbit J had folfdlcd my mission. 
Tliis was the first time I had taken, part in H cofispixuturi.il 1 
activities. 

Gnry Pletiiyoy was closely connected with them, but when 
I asked to be allowed to join the circle he said: *lt y & too early 
for that, my friend l You keep on with your studies/ 

Ycvretnov introduced me to a very tnys-Tcdous man. This 
intpidiietion wtis ringed around with such precautions rhac I 
fell something very important was in the air T Yewdnov took 
me beyond the dcy T to the Arsky Field, and on the way tic 
warred that I should have to he estrerndy careful tw far as this 
new acquaintance was concerned and keep the whole thing a 
complete secret., Then be pointed out a little grey figure in the 
distance slowly making its way across rhe deserted field. Yev- 
retrtov first looked round and then said softly: "That's him! 
Follow him* and when he stops* go up and say: 'M'm just pas¬ 
sing by/ 1 f 

1 bad always found mysterious things pleasant, hut now it 
.lII ■jeemed too absurd on that scorching, bright day, with that 
solitary figure swaying like a greyish blade of gras* in the 
fields, and nothing more. I caught up with him by the cemet¬ 
ery gates and saw that lie was a young mm with a smdl, dried- 
up looking face and forbidding eyes that were round as a 
bird'?. He was dressed in a student's grey overcoat, hue its 
shiny buttons had been ripped off and replaced by black ones 
made of bone. On hia worn-out cap was a patch where a ert^t 
had once been. He teemed like a prematurely plucked bird 


and seemed to be in ft hurry to prove to himself that he was 
already mature. 

We sat down among the graves in the shade of some thick 
bushes, He had a cold business-like voice and I took a dislike 
to every thing about him, W hen he had stiffly cross-examined 
me as to what 1 had read, he invited me to join a small circle 
Thai he had organized* 1 accepted and we parted* He went 
fint, cautiously looking round the empty held. 

I was the youQgmt in that circle, which was made up of an¬ 
other three of four young men, and I was quite unprepared 
for studying the works of John Stuart MILE, with Cherny- 
shcvaky h s commeii[iiry P We used to meet in a Oat belonging to 
a student called Mifovsky from the teachers 1, training school 
and he later wrote stories under the pseudonym of Yelconskp P 
After he had written a I mgr five volumes he committed suicide 
- so many people I knew made voluntary -exits from life! 

He was rather a quiet man, with a cautious mlndg and care¬ 
ful in his choice of words* Ik lived in the cellar of a filthy 
home ajid worked as si joiner jusi for * equilibrium of body 
and imiT. He was boring company. I did not find John Stuart 
Mill veiy fasdnaring and soon realized that 1 was very welt 
acquainted with the basic principles of economics - 1 had 
learned them from direct cKpcricnee of life and they were en¬ 
graved on my skin. And it struck me that it waa a waste of 
lime writing books fitted with difficult phrases about tilings 
dial should have been dear to anyone who toiled for the well- 
being and comfort of ‘others- 3 . It called for a great effort to sit 
two or three hours in that dark pit which was heavy with die 
smell of glue, watching ihe wood-lice crawling up and down 
the filthy walls. 

Once our preceptor failed to turn up at the usual time. We 
thought that he was not coming at all ao we arranged a little 
party and bought a bottle of vodka, some bread and some 
cucumljets. Suddenly wc glimpsed the grey legs of our teacher 
Bashing past the window up above. We just had time to hide 
the vodka under the table before he came into the room and 





ibarted elucidating Qwrnyihmltjr 1 * clever dcducdonj. We all 
wi there still as statues, terrified that one of us mighl. knock 
tbt bottle liver with his foot. But the instructor himself 
knocked it over, l ie peered under the tabic and did not say ejate 
word. We would have felt better if he lud sworn at us instead I 
t Us long silence, his stem fare with its screwed up* hurt-looking 
eyes embarrassed me terribly. When I looked out of the 
cottier of my eye at my friends' faces ilmi had turned purple 
with &hamc t felt like a criminal and I wan deep! y sorry for 
him* although buying the vodka liad dot been my idea. It was 
boring at those readings and I wanted to go off instead to the 
Tartar quarter where good-lieari.ed p friendly people lived 
their own pure and dean lives. They spoke a very funny kind 
of broken Russian, In the evenings 1 could hear the strange 
Voices of the muciudns calling from the high minarets and I 
thought that their lives were ordered in a way different from 
mint* that they were strange, quite unlike anything l knew 
and this brought me little joy. 

The music of toiling men drew me down to the Volga. Even 
now it has an intoxicating effect and ] remember very clearly 
that day when 1 fiot become aware of the heroic poetry of 
everyday life. 

A great birge laden with goods from Persia ran aground on 
a rock below Kaoun and smashed its bottom in. A gang of 
Stevedores took me on to lidp unitnul the cargo. It was Sep¬ 
tember, the wind was blowing upstream and made the waves 
angrily dance on the gfey river as it savagely tore at their 
crests, whipping up a cold spray* The fifty men who made up 
the gang gloomily huddled under tarpaulins and old mat* on 
the deck of an empty barge that a little tug had in tow, panting 
away as it scattered red sheaves of sparks into the driving rain* 

Evening drew on. That leaden* watery sky sank low' over 
die river and grew dark. The men swore and grumbled at (he 
rain* at ibe wind* and at life as they lazily crawled round ihe 
deck irying to shelter from the cold and the wet, l thought 
that these men* who seemed to be half asleep, were incapable 
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of any work and could never save that sinking cargo. To¬ 
wards midnight wc reached die shoals and moored our empty 
barge .dungsidc lhe wreck. The foreman, a pock-faced, veno¬ 
mous* cunning old man with a filthy tongue and the eyes and 
nose of n kite, pulled his soaked tap off his bald bead and 
shouted in the shrill voice of n woman: 'Time For pmycn, 
lads E 1 

The stevedores hunched together into a black mas* on the 
dark deck and growled like bears. The Foreman finished his 
prayers first and scrccchcdr a Get some Limps E Come an. Jet's 
have some work out of y ou I Come OH f Ssids, God help us 3* 

And those ponderous lazy men h drenched by the rain, began 
to show how they couJd work. Just as though they were go¬ 
ing into battle they rushed onto the deck and down into the 
holds of the jrEOmided barge, whooping* roaring and cracking 
jokes. Sacks of rtce, boxes of raisins* hides, fura from Asmk- 
hanj flew past me like feather cushion*. Stocky figures tore by* 
urging each other on with their howling, whistling and vio¬ 
lent swearing. It was hard lg believe that these were the ssme 
morose* sluggish men who only a few minutes before had 
been gloomily complaining about life* rain and the cold - now 
they were working away gaily and quickly, and with great 
skill. The rain became heavier and colder, the wind rose and 
tugged at thek shirt*, blowing them up over their heads and 
baring their stomach** In that damp murk incus, dark figures 
wo rked by the dim light of nix lamps and their feet made a dull* 
thudding sound on the decks. They worked ^ though they 
had been starved of it and as though they bad been waiting a 
long time for the thcct pleasure of throwing sacks weighing 
i6u pounds or more to each other* and tearing around with 
bales on their backs, A_nd they worked as though they wac 
playing a game, with all the gay enthusiasm of children! with 
that drunken joy of activity only surpassed in sweetness by a 
woman's embraces. 

A huge bearded man, wet and slippery from the raio T in a 
tight lilting coat - clearly the owner of the cargo or his agent - 
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suddenly rooted words of encouragement: * Three gallons of 
vodka for you! No* you thieves, HI msike it ibtl Come 
on\* 

Deep voices bellowed bade at him through the darkness 
from every side: "Make it ninct 1 

f Done! But finish the job first T 

And the whirlwind of work gathered impetus. 

I joined in, grabbed some sacks, d rugged them down and 
threw them to someone* Then 1 mn back for more and it 
seemed that l too wa* taught up with everything and whir ting 
around in a mad dunce. Thoue men could go on working furi¬ 
ously and gaily without getting tired, without sparing them¬ 
selves, for month*, for years, and they would have no trouble 
in seizing belfries and minarets io the town and taking them 
wherever they wanted to! 

I spent tbit night Ln a state of ecstasy that I had never ex¬ 
perienced before. My sdul w r as brightened by the desire io 
Spend my whole life in that half-insane rapture of work Wave* 
danced around the side* of the barges* rain lashed the decks, 
and the wind whistled over die river. In the greyish ba^e of 
the dawn wet, half-naked figures ran swiftly and incessantly, 
shouting, laughing and revelling in their own strength and 
hh oun 

And suddenly the wind tore apart that heavy mass of clouds 
and a pinkish ray of sunlight gleamed in a dear blue patch of 
S.ky fc Those guy animals greeted ic with a friendly roar a* they 
shook their wet hairy faces* I wanted to bug and kiss those 
two-legged beasts who worked $0 skilfully and deftly* so 
completely absorbed that they did not have a thought for 
themselves. 

It seemed that nothing could withstand that joyful furious 
tempestuous surge of atfength, that it was capable or working 
miracles on earth and of filling it overnight with boiuiiful 
prince* and ckks, as it was told in prophetic fairy tries.* After 
looking down on those tolling men for one or two minutes, 
the ray of sunlight foiled to break through that dense bank of 
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clmids and was drowned in w like a child in the sea + And now 
the rain fumed Into a heavy downpour. 

We r?n knock off now , 3 someone shouted, but he was 
angrily answered by the others: 'I'M knock wx off ! 1 

Right up to two o'clock, until lEio u bote cargo had been 
loaded onto the other barge, clifss-u half-naked men worked 
without stopping in a torrential downpour and biting wind. 
ALL elds nude me uEideretiuid with deep reverence whaf pow^ 
eritil forces enriched the world of men. 

Afterwards they boarded the steamboat and they all fell &*£ 
asleep, as ihough they were drunk. When we reached Kazan 
they poured <rtst onto the sandy shore In a grey muddy torrent 
and went oil to a pub to drink th€ nine gallons of vodka. 

The thief Bashkin came over to me in the pub and asked: 
'What have they been doing ro you?' 

I gave him a rapturous account of the work. He listened to 
what I had to say, sighed and said in a disdainful voice: ‘You 
fool! I No, you're worse, you’re on rtiij&f | 1 

He went away whistling, wriggling Like a fish, and seemed 
to be swimming among the tightly packed tables^ at which the 
stevedores sat noisily drinking and eating. Over in a comer 
someone started singing an obscene song: 

"Oh, ft happened at ni^ht time, 

A tody went ^walking in her garden „, * 

About ten voices joined in a deafening roar* beating their 
palms an the tablet as he went on: 

■The watchman was guarding the mum 
He saw a (ady a-lying on the ground .. / 

There were gulfiawt, u-b titles and thunderous words which* 
for their desperate cynicism, were probably unequidled any¬ 
where in the world* Someone introduced me to Audrey Dcr- 
enkuv who owned a small grocery bidden away at die end of 
a poor, naff OW little street overlooking a gully that was always 
piled high with rubbish. 



Derenkov was a small kind-faced man with a withered arm, 
a £ilr heard (tod clever eyes. 13c possessed the best coUecttan 
ot burned and rare books in the town and shey were used by 
students from the numerous schoLsric establishments In 
Ka^anond by various people of a £ryobtinnuy frame of mind. 

Derenkov'S shop was situated b .l low tcan-to built onto 
rbc house of a castrate money-lender. The door of the shop 
Jed into a large room which wa* dimly lit by one window look¬ 
ing otlt Omo ^e. yard. Behind this room was a cramped little 
kicclien and behind this, in a comer of a dark hah between the 
Lean-to and the house, was ji secret storeroom which boused 
the pernicious books. Some of the books had been copied in 
ink into thick notebooks, tor example l^vrovV llirformf L*i- 
terf* Chernyshev kay 1 * II -to ft? Jto f t a few' articles by 
ItertVj 7 sar Hmger w and Crafty TV/rCn AU cjf these muiu- 
scripts were well thumbed and bad been read again and again. 

When I fim went into the shop Dervnkov wad busy with 
some customers and he nodded towards the door into die back 
room, I entered it and saw- a Little old man kneeling in one 
corner arid fervently praying in the dark. He reminded me of 
the portrait of Seraphim of Ssttnv. As I looked at him I felt there 
Wiii something wrong, something contradictory, Dccenkov 
had been described to me 05 a narodnik. I imagined a narod¬ 
nik to be a revolu donaxy, hut revolutionaries should not be¬ 
have in God and that pious old man seemed out of place in 
that House. When be bad Jinishad praying he meticulously 
smoothed his white hair and bani, looked closely ai me and 
said: Fin An drey's father. Who aru you? Really? And ] 
tJbought you were a student in disguise/ 

'Why should a student disguise himself?' I asked, 

'Well/ the old man softly replied 'whatever you wear, God 
Will hnd you out.' 

I It went into the kitchen while T sat by the window and was 
S oon deep in thought, Suddenly l heard someone exclaim,- 
4 That's him)* 

A young girl dressed in white was standing by the kitchen 
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door, Her fair hair wnj cut short an d blue eyea smiled from 
her pak. puff)' face. She was just like an angel in a cheap print. 

F Why are you so frightened? Surety T + m not io terrible?* 
ahe said in a fine, tremulous voice as she slowly and cautiously 
edged over to me n keeping close io the wall, though she 
were not. ■walking on solid ground at :ill, but along a. shaky 
tightrope. This difficulty she had in walking made her re¬ 
semble even more m being from some other world. 

She was trembling a IE oyer, as though someone were si irk¬ 
ing needles into her feet and the wail was burning her cbild- 
Eikc„ puffy hands. Her tinge re were ittfuigdy motionless- 

1 sLood in silence in from of her and fdt a strange embarrass¬ 
ment mingled with deep pity. Everything in that dark room 
was out cnI" the ordinary I 

Sb* on a chair so carefully as though she was afraid it 
would fly away from under her. Simply, unlike anyone else, 
she told wt that she had been up and about only live day* and 
that before then she was bedridden for nearly three months! 
she had Insi the use uf her arms and legs. s Ir was some kind of 
nervous disease/ she said, aiuilmg. 

1 remember feeling that I wanted her illness to be explained 
in some other way; l nervous disease was far too prosaic to 
account for that girl in a strange room where everything dung 
timidly to the walls, where the ikon kmp burned too brightly 
snd where the shadow of its copper chains flickered over rhe 
white doth tm the large dinner table tor no apparent reason. 
1 t\-c heard a lot about you / she said in a thin, child-like voice. 
■That T s why 1 wanted io see what you were like/ 

Thh girl gave rue a look that 1 found unbearable and she 
seemed to he reading eight through me with those piercing 
blue eye*. 

I just did not know how to speak to someone like her. So 1 
said nothing, and looked at the portrait* of Herzen* Darwin 
and Garibaldi. 

A young boy, about my age and with tow-coloured hair and 
impudent eyes, dashed out from the shop, shouted in a brink 
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voice, 'Wliat ue you doing here* Marya? T And disappeared 
Into the kitchen* 

' That's my youngest brother, Akxel/ the girl md r *1 was 
training to be a midwife,, but then I suddenly became ill, Wbf 
don't you say something? Are you ihy ?' 

Andttry Dcrcnkov Arrived with his withered arm stuck into 
the Front of his shirr. He silently et raked hia sister's soft hair, 
rutiled it and then asked what kind of work t was looking for. 

Then a young girl with reddish curls* it good figure and 
greenish cyci appeared. She looked sit me forbidding] 1 . 1 , took 
the girl in white by the arm and led her away with the words: 
'That's enough, Mary a.' 

The name did not suit her - it was too coarse, 

I left as well, with a peculiar feeling of agitation* and a day 
Liter, during the evening* I was sitting in that room once again 
try tag to fathom out what sort of lives people lived dieze* and 
how. But, stnujgdy, they did live there. 

TIul gentle, lovable white-headed old Stepan Ivanovich - 
so pale it seemed that he was transparent - was sitting in one 
corner and peering out, moving his dark lips and gently smil¬ 
ing m though he were asking: + Don't touch mtV 

1-1 c wits as timid as a hare and I could dearly see that he was 
filled with an uneasy fee ling of impending disaster, 

Andrey, with his withered arm, and his grey jacket, the 
from thick with grease and with dour thai had dried and be¬ 
come as stilT as the bark of a tree* sidled up and down the room 
with m guilty smile on bis face - like a child that had \usi been 
forgiven some mischief. 

Alexei, who was a laay* rough boy, used to help him in the 
shop. The third brother* Ivan, was studying at a teachers' 
training college and, since he was a boarder, came home only 
on holidays. He was a small, smartly dressed, well-groomed 
young man, rather like an ageing civil servant. His invalid 
sUiEt Marya lived upstairs in some attic and rarely came down. 
But when she did tome I felt awkward* :ts though someone 
were binding me with invisible chains. 



The Derenkov household was run by a htJl t [can wcuftan 
with a face like .1 wooden doll and with the stern eye* of a 
spiteful aim, Site was the mistress of the castrate-landlord 
And there was her red-han-ed daughter Nastya whose nostrils 
would i witch when she looked at men -with her green eyes* 
Bm die people who bad most say in that house were students 
fmm the University, the theological academy and the veterin¬ 
ary institute. They were a noisy crowd surd they never stopped 
worrying about rhe Russian people and were perpetually anxi¬ 
ous about the future of the country. They were always excited 
by articles rhey had seen in daily newspapers, conclusions hi 
books rbey had just read, by all that was happening in the town 
and university, and they used to came from every street in 
Kazan to gather in Demnkay's shop and have heated itrgu- 
mems 01 whlapet cpeily to each other in the corners of the 
room. They would bring thick bonks with them and shout at 
each other as they poked thdr lingers at different parages to 
defend whichever truthfi happened to appeal to them. 

Naturally, l did not understand what they were arguing 
about and the truths they aifirmed were lost for me in that 
stream of words, like little globules of fat melting in watery 
soup given lo the poor. Some of the students reminded me of 
old hible scholars from the different sects who lived along the 
Volga* But l could see dial here were people who were ready 
to change life for the better, and although the sincerity of what 
they said was sometimes smothered in their turbulent flow of 
words* it did not, drown, I dearly saw the problems that they 
were trying to solve and t fell personally involved in their 
successful solution. It often struck me that my own inarticu¬ 
late thoughts found proper expression in the word? of those 
students and t felt great enthusiasm for thru people, just like 
a prisoner promised Mi freedom. 

And they looked oil me like carpenters examining a piece of 
wood which could be fashioned Into something rather out of 
die ordinary- 

When they introduced me to each other they said appro¬ 
vingly: "He's got natural ability/ and they said thss with die 
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pride of street urchins showing off copper coins that they had 
found on the pavement, T did not like being described in l\m 
way* nor did I like 1 &on of the people* and I fdfc I was an out¬ 
cast: 1 often Fdt very keenly the heavy Weight of the forces 
that were guiding my men Lit development. 

Oncc t when I saw a book in a shup window with a title con- 
listing of words I had never seen before: A Aphorisms and 
Miisims 1 , 1 was seized by a burning desire to read it and I 
ask ed a student from the theological academy to get it for me* 
*Wcll T now/ replied the future archbishop a boy with the 
head of & negro, curly hitir, thick Sips and protruding teeth„ 
*fhaf w my frsqnd, h » load of rubbish. You read what yoifrc 
given and don't go puking your nose into things, that doo F t 
concern you! 1 

l was, butt by this rude answer. Of course, i bought the 
book, partly with some money I earned on the wharves* hav¬ 
ing borrowed the rest from Audrey Derenkov. This wai the 
ftm serious book that I had ever bought and T have it to this 
day. 

Or the whole they were rather strict with me. When I read 
the ‘Alphabet of the Social Sciences* it struck me that the part 
pbyed by pastoral tribes in cultural life esaggErmred by the 
author and that he had insulted enterprising tramps and hun¬ 
ters. When I communicated these doubts to a philologist, he 
tried to make his woman's fact look impressive and lectured 
me for a whole hour about the 'right tr> criticise A 

*In order to have the right to criticize you must believe in 
some sort of truth or other. What do >ew believe in }* 

He even read books in the street and he would walk along 
the pavement with bis face bunt'd in one, so that he bumped 
into people; As he lay tossing in his attic from starring typhus 
he would shout: 'Morality should be a lia.nnnnif.uss synthesis 
of Freedom add necessity . . , har-har-m , » / 

A gentle man, whom chronic malnutrition had made a semi¬ 
in valid and who was worn out by stubbornly pursuing a List* 
ing truth, he knew no other joy in life except reading*, and his 
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tender dark eyre would snide liappily, just like a child, when 
he though! ih.u he had reconciled the contradictions of two 
powerful minds, Ten year* after my life in Kazan I met him in 
Kharkov, where he was once again studying at the university 
after serving five year** exile hi Kem. He seemed to be Jiving in 
an (mi-hill of conflicting thoughts. Although he was dying from 
tubereulosiB, he wu sriU trying to reconcile Marx and Hietz- 
schc, coughing up blood and wheezing a* be gripped my 
hands with hi a co!d t clammy lingers; 'Life without jjN/hc/u is 
imposjibJel 1 

He died In a tram on ihc way to the unEvetidty, 

Jk was one of many martyrs to reason I had known and 
thetr memory is sacred to me. 

About twenty aimilarly-mindect people used to meet at the 
Dcrenkovi’ and there was even a Japanese by the name of 
Pamcfeynmn Sato, who wan siudying at the tlicologicd acad- 
emy. 1 fe was a big man with a broad chest and he had a thick, 
flowing beard. His head was shaven Tartar* fashion* atid he 
seemed to be tightly sewn up in his gtey Cossack jacket wludi 
was booked right up to his chim Usually he would flit in one 
corner puffing away ar his short pipe, calmly surveying every¬ 
one with his grey* penetrating eyes, which often riveted 
themselves cm me and made me feel that this stcimit man wai 
menially weighing me up, and for some reason I was afraid of 
him. I was usiontshcd by his long silences. Everyone else 
spoke a great dtd, in loud determined voices, and naturally, 
the sharper the things they said, the more f liked them* 

But it was a long lime before I guessed how often the^ re¬ 
marks conceded pathetic, hypocritical id™. What lay behind 
f/jiif bearded, hero's long silences? 

They called him Tufty and apparently do one cacept Aud¬ 
rey knew his real name- I soon discovered that he had only 
recently returned from exile in the Yakutsk region, where he 
had been for ten years. Tltia imde me even more interested in 
IlIeu, but it did not give me the courage to try and get to know 
him. although I was not a shy person; on the contrary* I was 
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consumed by a restless curiosity h a i 3d rat for knowing every¬ 
thing to the shortest possible time. This is a side of my char¬ 
acter that has prevented me all my lift from devoting myself 
seriously to any One thing. When they spoke to me about the 
common pcopic i fcfr amazed and it destroyed nny sdfreonfi- 
dcncc when l realized that I could not think the same way on 
this subject as they did. For them the people were the living 
embodiment of wisdom, spiritual beauty and Lind ness, almost 
god like and conanbstanml^ the foundation of all that wo$ 
beautiful, just and sublime. But I had never known any 
people who were really like this. I had seen carpemen* steve¬ 
dores* bricklayers, men like Yakov, Chip, Grigory, and yet 
these students were talking about the people *5 though they 
were of the some substance as God* while they placed them¬ 
selves on a lower level, dependent on these will. And itjatruck 
Die that it was precisely men like these students who embodied 
beauty and power of thought* and in whom was concentrated 
a burning, noble, philanthropic will to spend their lives re¬ 
constructing life, unhampered, along mmc new, humani¬ 
tarian lines. 

Ir was \wt to love of humanity that t could never find in 
the miserable specimens among whom ( had lived up to this 
lime, hut here ir resounded in every word* glowed in every 
look* 

The speeches of the&e populists fell on ray heart like re¬ 
freshing rain And alt that naive literature about wretched vil¬ 
lage life, about the marly t-pcasant, helped me a great dtal 1 
come to fed that it was only through a very strong and pas¬ 
sionate love of man that one could gain the necessary strength 
to discover and understand the meaning of love. I stopped 
thinking about mysdl and began to pay more attention to 
others, 

Audrey Deienkov fold me in confidence that all the modest 
income from his shop wu used to help these people who be¬ 
lieved above all in “the happiness of the people ** He buzzed 
around them* just like a deeply pious deacon in his episcopal 
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dom of those bookworms. He ’would smile happily, stick hia 
withered atm In bis shirt, tug his soft Ikile beard in all direc¬ 
tions with his other and ask me: J Was it good? Oh* yes, yes t 1 
And whenever the veiertnary surgeon J-ayrov a mart with, 
a strange voter like a cackling goose - came otic with heretical 
remarks about die populists* Derenkov would cover up his 
eyes in fright and whisper: 1 He’* a real trouble-maker ]' 

He held the same opinion of iht populists as myself, but 
the way the studenis treated him struck me as crude and con¬ 
descending, just like master and workman, or innkeeper and 
waiter. He himself did not notice this, %'hcti he bad seen the 
guests out he would often make me itay the night. We would 
dean the room up and then lie on thick felt mats on the Hoot* 
amicably whispering to each other for a long rime in the dark¬ 
ness which was barely hr by the little flame of the lamp> He 
need to cell me, with the quiet joy of the Lrue believer, that 
1 Hundreds, thousands of these goad people will rise up one 
day and will take over the moat important positions in Rusam 
and change our way of life at one stroke T 

I !e was icn years older than me and I could sec that he lifeed 
Nastya the red-bead very much. He rried not ro look into bet 
eager eyes and when people were present miked to her in the 
dry T comnnonding tone of a master* but at the same time 
looked at bet longingly. When he was alone with her he 
smiled in an embarrassed* timid way and tugged hli beard. 
His little sister used to watch ihc verbal battles from a earner 
as wdL Her child-like face puffed up comically and her eyes 
opened wide in her effort to follow what was going cm T and 
when especially sharp words rung out she would sigh out 
loud, juit as though she had been sprinkled with iced water. 
The sandy-haired medical stud cot walked up and down in 
front of her like a solemn cockerel. He spoke to her in a myfv- 
teiiou* half-whisper, and tried to inspire her by frowning. All 
Lhij extraordinarily interesting, llut lututtm drew near 
and life without steady work became unbearable for me. Since 
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[ was so curried away by everything that was going on around 
met I worked Eras and less, And \ found another's bread was 
always very difficult CO swallow. I would have 10 find a situa¬ 
tion for the winter and I found it in Vasiliy Semyonov's prel- 
?,cJ bakery- 

This period of my life fo outlined in my stories: Tir Jtotr, 
j KBtmM&p, and TaWf-dx A ftw * a nd Qi if Girt - a difficult time! 
H owe ver, it was ins tractive. 

It was difficult physically and even more so msrtflty. 

When T went down into the batchousc cellar a ‘wall of 
obhvion 1 reared up between myself and the people, the sight 
and sound of whom hud become a necessity foE me. None pf 
than ever came into the bakehouse lo see me and since [ had 
to work fourteen boms a day I was unable to visit Durenkov 
on weekdays, On holidays I either ■slept or stayed with my 
workmates. From the beginning some of (hem looked op me 
as an amusing clown, while mbens treated me with the naive 
love of children for someone who could tell metres ting stor¬ 
ies- The devil alone- knows what i said co these people* but it 
goes without spying t told them every tiling that might in¬ 
spire them with the hope that life would be different, easier 
and more meaningful. Sometimes 1 succeeded and when I saw 
those puffy faces shine with the sadness of humanity, while 
their eyes glinted with a sense of injury and singer, it put me in 
a festive mood and I proudly thought that I was really + work¬ 
ing among the people' and "educating' them. 

But* of course, it was more often the that 1 sensed niy 
own impotence „ ignorance and inihility ro answer even the 
simplest questions of life, ahotiE the things around me. Then I 
felt that I had been thrown into a dark pit where people were 
swarming like blind-worms, trying to forget reality and finding 
oblivion in pubs and in the cold embraces of prostitute*. Visit¬ 
ing brothels each month cm payday was obEigatory. The men 
would have waking dreams about this pica suit a week before 
the happy day and when it hr*d passed would spend hours tel¬ 
ling each other about the delights they had experienced. In 
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these convocations they would boast cynically of ihcir viril¬ 
ity, make cruet fun of women* spirting disgustedly when they 
ipoke about them. 

But strange to nay, behind all tbi* I could detect - or thought 
I could • 5 orEow and shame., l codd tee thaT my friends felt 
aw k ward and guilty in these 'houses of comfort' where for a 
rouble one could buy a w*jman for ft whole night, and this 
struck me a* only natural. But some c?f them were free and 
easy and behaved with a boldness behind which I could sec 
deliberation ajtd deceit. I was keenly inferred in the relations 
between r.hc sexes and I watched them particularly d’ohely, 

I myself bad not yet enjoyed a woman** embrace and my 
abstinence put me in an unpleasant position - both women 
and male friends cruelly mocked me. Soon they stopped in¬ 
viting me to the 1 house of comfort p and told me quite bluntly t 
T Don't come with ns p friend* 1 

' Why not ? p 

"Weill We doifl like it with you around3 T 

I grasped at these words And fell there was some thing im¬ 
portant in them for me* but they did not make anything 
dearer. 

'You're a one* you ate I We p ve told you not to cornel It's 
no fun with you around!* 

Only Artctn said with a smiles H fi*s as though we had a 
prlcit with u*! or our own father/ At drat the girl* laughed 
at my reserve but then they began making me in offended 
voices: i Too squeamish?* 

The voluptuous and beautiful Tereza Boruta, ft Polish girl 
of forty and a * housekeeper \ looked al me with the intelligent 
cyfcs of-a pedigree dog and said: 'Leave him alone, girls, he 
must have a foucec, yes? A strong boy like him Brits? have a 
girl/ 

Site was an alcoholic, and was indescribably revolting when 
she was drunk* W hen she waA sober, however* ihe amazed me 
by her concern for people and hex calm search far some logic 
in what they did. 
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4 juit carfi make (hat lot out, must iw students from the 
Academy, oh ye§ + ' she said tif my friends, 'This h whni they 
do to girls: they linear the floor 'with soap, make a naked girl 
go down on all Fyur* with pktes under her hands and legs, 
then they gLve her a push in the behind ami $te how far she 1 !! 
Mide. Y cs, one after the nther. IP'% do they do it ? 1 
1 Ynu’rc lying , 1 I said* 

d Oh* not* Tereza esdaimed without Liking obnc^ and 
with a calmness that had. something overpowering in it, 

1 You made it upJ 1 

'How could a young girl Like me do that? Do you think 
\ T m mad? 1 the said* opening her eyes wide. 

People listened to our argument with hungry attention, 
while Teresa went on tdling her stones about the games her 
visitors played in the dispassionate tone of a person in search 
of one thing only: to Linden land *yjry. 

The audience spat in dkgum, and swore wildly at the am- 
dents. Hut since 1 saw 1 that Tereza aroused hostility towards 
people whom I had come to love, I replied that the student! 
loved the common people and wished them only good, 

*Ytm f these are student? from Voskresensky Street* civilian? 
£mm the university > Bin I'm talking about students m oreim, 
fmm the Arsky Field I ! hey r re all orphans, But orphan? grow 
iuio thieves or mischief makers bad people^ without any Lies, 
ThatT orphans for you ) 1 

Those calm stories to ld by the " housekeeper * *nd the mal¬ 
icious complaints of she y iris, against the students, civil ser¬ 
vants., and the 'pure public' in general, aroused not only 
hostility and repulsion in my friends hut something dm was 
almost joy as well, and this was ri prated in the words: 
'That means the ones with education are worse Than m\* 
Lisierijng in such words was oppressive and bitter for me. 
I could see that all the filth in the city was I low big into the 
baff-Ht, tiny rooms, just as though they were pit*, boiling tip 
In a foul smoky fire there, and when It was mtu ruled with 
hostility and malice it poured out into the city again. In these 
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little holes, into which people wctc driven by instinct and 
boredom* couching songs were made up from stupid words 
about the anxieties And torments of love. ugly legends Arose 
about the life ct * educated people 1 and .1 mocking, hostile at¬ 
titude toward* what they did not understand was born. And 
J could see that 'houses of comfort" were in Fact universities* 
where my friends acquired knowledge of a very venomous 
kind. 

] watched the * girls of joy* lazily shuffling their feet across 
the dirty floor, their flabby bodies shaking repulsively to the 
wearisome: screeching of the accordion or the exasperating 
rattling of a broken piano. I winched, and 3 began to be filled 
with vague but alarming thoughts* 

Boredom seeped out of everything around me* poisoning 
my soul with the im^xitent desire to go off somewhere. 

When 1 started telling the men in die workshop that there 
were those who were disinterestedly Peking roads to free¬ 
dom. to happiness for the people* they retorted: F But die girk 
don x t say about tlicml' And they mocked me mercilessly, 
with a cynical malice. I was an eager puppy though, and I 
considered myself no more stupid - mote dicing, in effect - 
than fully-grown dogs; and I could get angry as welL So f 
came io undent and tlut rejecting on life wa* no los wearying 
than life itself; there were times when 1 felt flashes of haired 
in my sold towards those stubbornly patient people with 
u bom l worked. 1 was particularly disturbed by their capacity 
for suffering, the hopeless resignation with which they suc^ 
cumbed to the half-mad insults of our drunken employer, 

And almost by design - in those difficult times I became 
acquainted with a completely new idea* and although this was 
fundamentally alien to my way of dunking it nonetheless dis¬ 
turbed me deeply. 

On one of those stormy nights when it seemed, that the 
wind, with its virions howling, had torn die grey sky into die 
HnitM shreds, scattering them over the earth and burying it 
under drifts of frozen dust; and when it teemed tbit aff life cut 
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earth was over, that the inn bad! gone- olse and would never 
the again - on one of these Shrovetide nights I was return¬ 
ing to the workshop from the Derenkovs, As I battled along 
against the wind through that turbid, seething grey chaos > 1 
tripped up over & man who wits lying across the pavement 
Wc both swore it each other-I in Russian and be in French: 
# Oh T dtab&V 

This around my curiosity. I lifted him up and scr him on 
his feet. He wa 5 not tall and did noi weigh much. He pushed 
me a wiry and shouted furiously: “My hat, blast ynul Give me 
nay bar, ru freeze! 1 

1 found the hat in the snow, shook it, and put it back on his 
bristly bead. Hut he tore it off r waved tt about, ewore in French 
and Russian and starred driving me away with the words: 
’Clear ofTl" 

Then he suddenly threw himself forwirds and was swal¬ 
lowed up in the seething mass, A little way on 1 saw him again. 
There he was* embracing the wooden post of 2 a Erect Samp, 
and he said convincingly 1 'Lena, 3 ’m dying. Lena * „ 

He was obviously drunk and would have frozen if I had left 
him there in the street. I asked 3dm where he lived. 

"What street is this? 1 he asked with tears 110 his voice. *1 
don't know where to go. 1 

I grasped him round the waist ant) led! him away, trying to 
find out where he lived, l Qn the Hulak/ he muttered shiver’ 
ingp "On the Bdak, where ihcrcfs baths, houses**, 1 He 
walked uncertainly., stumbling and getting in my way. L could 
hear bis teeth ch-attering. 

*Si to surah* he muttered, pushing me, 

"What did you say?* 

He stopped, lifted his arm and said distinctly - and with 
pride in his voice, or so it seemed- 'Si to jftaWr, m /> fe .wtot' 

He thrust his lingers into his mouth, staggered and almost 
fell. I squatted, lifted him onto my hack and curded him t jff. 
He pressed his cheek to my bend and growled "JV to farms - 
hut I'm freezing, oh Godl k 
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When wc got to the flu link T persuaded him lu tell me* with 
great difficulty, which house he lived in, Finally we stumbled 
into iliC entrance of m small wing hidden in the swirling snow' 
at the back of a courtyard. He groped for the door, knocked 
cautiously sind whispered: *Sh-sh* quiett 1 
The door was opened by a woman m a red d rest lug-gown 
with a burning candle in one hand. Without saying a wind, 
she kt Hi 111, moved til one aide, look out a lorgnette fmm 
tome where and started jcxibing me up and down- 1 told Her 
that the man's hands seemed to be frozen stiff and (hat he must 
he undressed and pul in bed, 

b Du you think so?* sht aske^d in a young, tonofous voice. 
'We rmut soak his hards in cold water. 1 
She silently pointed towards one comer with her lorgnette. 
An easel was standing there with a painting of a river and 
Tices. 1 looked with amazement into the woman's peculiarly 
motientiles face. She walked over lo a table in she corner, on 
which .t lamp with a pink shade was burning, She sal down, 
picked up dii! jack of hearts and began staring at it 

1 asked very loudly, 'Du you have any vodka but she 
did nut answer and bid the cards out on the table. The man 
gat On ft chair with bis head hung low ami his red hands lying 
on hi? body, l laid him on the couth and started undressing 
hi 111 J Tint understanding W-hut was happening, just PS though 
I were dreaming. The wall in front uf tne was entirely covered 
with photograph* and in the middle was a tarnished golden 
wreath with white sibbtmn round ti, at the end of which the 
gilt letters: *To the kicamfmnbk Dthildn* were printed, 
'Careful, damn you 1 p the mnn groaned alien J started rub¬ 
bing bis hands.. 

The woman continued laying the cards out,. silently, and 
with a worried look on her Face. She had a sharp, bird-like 
nose and her large motionless eyes lit up her face. TVtl with 
the hands of a young girl she Tiilffad up hex gniy bair which 
was so luiumnt it looked like a wig and she asked m a soft 
but rich voice; f Havc you seen Misha, Georges? 1 
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George* pushed me to one stde, quickly snt down and hur¬ 
riedly tftldt 'But you. know he's gone to Kiev.* 

“Yes* to Kiev/ the woman repeated without taking her eye# 
off die cards, t noticed that her words were all pitched in the 
same key and that her voice was absolutely devoid of cxpzza- 
feion. 

f Hc a lt be back Soon/ 

'RtjRyr 

*Ob yes* very soon.* 

■Really? 1 she repeated* 

HaJf'dressed m he was Georges leaped onto die fl004 and 
in two little jumps was kneeling 31 the woman's leer, and speak¬ 
ing in French. 

Tm not worried/ she answered in Russian, 

* Did you know that 3 got completely lost? There was a 
bliz7ard n a terrible wind, and I thought that I would freeze to 
death* Georges sajd this hurriedly and looked at her hand 
which was lying on her knee. He was about forty and his ced a 
thick-lipped face with its black moustache was frightened and 
worried. 

He rubbed hard at the patch of grey hair on his round skull 
and spoke more :uid more soberly. 

■Tomorrow we arc leaving for Kiev/ the "woman paid in a 
voice which was neither questioning nor afflmruLiive. 

■Yes, tomorrow] But you must rest first. Why donY yon 
be down? Ids very late ,, / 

1 Won't Mtslia be coming today ? 1 

'No. The storm's too bad. Come on. tic down . „ / 

He look the kmp from the table and led the woman through 
a small door behind the book cupboard* 

For a long time I mt there on my own and without thinking 
about anything as 1 heard his soft T rather hoarse voice. Hairy 
paws scraped over the window panes. The ohhIIc flame was 
weakly reflected in a pool of melted snow. The room wai 
crammed with all sorts of things md it was titled with a 
strange warm smell that made me feel drowsy. 


Then Georges reappeared* He Staggered as he carried the 
lamp tn his hand and its shade made a knocking sound on the 
window. 

‘She’s gone fo bed." 

He put [he Imp hack on the table, stripped in the middle of 
the room, looked very thoughtful for a moment and then 
staff'd ipesking without looking nr me: 'Vl'cII, w Inn do you 
make nf it ? I would have died if h hadriT been for you. 
Thank*! Who are you ? 1 

He leaned his head to one side t listened tn a rustling sound 
in the nest room,, and then he shuddered. 

■h that your Wife?' I asked softly, 

1 Yes, that's my wife, she's ntll havet* He said thie in a soft 
dear voice, Inoking at the Moor, and once again srarted nib¬ 
bing his head with the palms of hi* hands. 

'Uke a cup of tea ? 1 1 asked. 

Then he absently went toward* the door, but before he 
reached it he stopped, remembering that the cook hid eaten 
loo uracli fish ;ind h:td been taken to hospital. 

T suggested putting the aamovax on for him and be nodded. 
It was dear that he hid forgotten dun be was tialf-drcssed and 
bin feet shuffled! over (he damp floor a* he took me into the 
link- kitchen. He leaned with his back to the ifcnve and re¬ 
peated what he had said before: 'If it hadn't been for you t 
would have frozen. Thanks!* 

Then he shuddered and stared at me with wide open eyei 
that were full of fear: * What would have happened to her ibta ? 
<Jh, God . « d 

As he looked af the Ti ttle black patch of the door, he said id 
o rapid wbiapei- l You can see she's not well. Her son shot 
himself. He was a musiciiin in Moscow and she’s been waiting 
for him 10 come back for nearly two years now ,.. / 

Afterwards, when wc were drinking tea, he sold me inco¬ 
herently. and in very strange words, that the woman wus a 
landowner and that he had been history tutor to her son* He 
had fallen id love widi her and she left her German husband. 


who w&§ 3 bacon and sang in the open. They lived very well, 
although her first husband had done everything Jie could to 
ruEn her fife. 

He spoke with Mu eyes screwed up* closely storing at some™ 
thing in the half light of the dirty kitchen where ihe Hoot hud 
rotted through by the siuve. lie scalded himself alpping the 
tea, his lace wrinkled up and his round cyta I -linked in fear* 
'Who jrr you?' he asked once more, ' Yea,. I know, a pret¬ 
zel baker, a labourer. Strange . -„ it doesnT suit you. Why k 
Oik? 1 

11 is voice was agitated and he glanced at me suspici Dimly* 
with a persecuted look. 

Tn i few words I told Mm about myself* 

‘Really, to iliaF* it? f he cidaimed softly. "Well, * / 

Then he suddenly livened up and asked i A Do you know the 
story about Lhe ugly duckling? Have you read it? h 

His face liecame distorttd. ir*d his voice sounded furious, 
amazing me by ili unnatural pitch, almost like a stream, 

* Those fairy Eatcs can be tempting. When 1 was your age 1 
too wondered whether I would become a swan. \ was sup¬ 
posed to enter the Academy and then the University, My 
father was a priest and he disowned me, I went tn Paris and 
studied the history of humanity's miiTor tunes - ihe history of 
prog real. Yes* I even wrote about It* Oh, how It all * * / 

J Ic jumped up in ids chair, listened hard Mid said: ' Progress 
has only been invented as a means of comforting oneself. Life 
is stupid, without any meaning. There U no progress without 
slavery and without rhe subjugation of the majority so die 
minority, humanity has, stopped dead in its tracks. Because we 
wish in make life easier wc only make things more difficult* 
forcing ourwlvcs to work harder. Factories and machine! 
exist only to make mart 1 iind mote machinery, 'Hiatus so 
stupid t There are more and more Factory worker* all the rime, 
hut .r 11 we need is the peasant, someone who product hit. id. 
Bread - that is all one must strive to take from nature. The 
less men need die happier they are. But the more they desire, 
the less freedom they have/ 



Peihapa these were not rite ctuct words* bu t thin was the 
first rime I had bond these -s tunning phrases, and expressed so 
sharply. In such an undisguised form. 

Then he tried out exdtcdJy, anxiously rested hit eyes on Lhe 
door that opened into Lbe inner tooms, listened in the silence 
for 3 moment msd then uddupercd* almost in a frenzy ; 1 You 
muflr understand lh:n no one needs much to live on - a piece 
of b read and a woman , , / 

T&hcn he spoke about women in (IiM mysterious whisper, 
with words that were unknown to me, quoting poetry that l 
had poi read, he suddenly resembled Baslikio [fie thief, 
‘Beatrice, Ftemctta, Laura, Nmnn, 1 he wluspered, names 
tha t were uiifamlliijLr to me. lie inld meabout some kings and 
poet* who were hi lovt and read F rench poetry to me, beating 
out the metre with his thin arm which was hate to the elbow. 

A Thc world, la ruled by love and hunger/ he eagerly whis¬ 
pered and L remembered lhat these wenr the words printed 
under the title of the rev tslu t so nary pamphlet TW r . and 
this lei i[ them considerable significance, in my opinion, 
'People .seek oblivion, comfen, but nor knowledge I* 

This last thought completely stunned me. 

Il was morning when I lefi die kitchen - the tittle dock on 
the WitU showed jaDt past sis and I wandered In rhe grey mist 
umiong tnpwdtifta* listening in ihe sound of the storm* recall¬ 
ing the fiendiflli tcrcams of that broken man, and l fetr rltat his 
words had ttuek samcwhrnr: In my diroat and were choking 
me. I did not warn to go back to the workshop to kc people, 
With rhe snow heavy on my coal I roamed jjrtiuud the Tartar 
dislfiet until dawn came and the people of the town began io 
appear among the drifted snow. 1 did mn meet tbal tenchcc 
again, not did I want to. Bui I subsequently often heard smib 
Lar speeches about the meaninglessness of life wad die futility 
of work - speeches made by illiterate wanderer^, humtdesi 
tramps, followers of Tolstoy, and highly cultured people. Ibe 
same thing was asud by a priest, a Master of Divinity, a chem¬ 
ist who worked on explosives, a new vitalist biologist wad by 
many othei*. But these word* no longer had ihc shattering 
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rifcct they had before* when I first got id know them. And 
only two years ago - thirty years since I had my first discus¬ 
sion on these topic? - did I" unexpectedly hear those very same 
ideas again* expressed in idntost exactly the same words by 
a Workman who was an old friend of mine- 

Once again I had a " httit-tfrfalft* with him and this ntin 
whn called himself* gloomily smiling* u 'bigwig in [johucs’ 
told me with that impassive sincerity which apparently only 
Russians possess: * My dear Aleksei Maximovich, [ don't need 
anything. All those academics* science, aeroplane! lead no¬ 
where* they^re ail ftm much. All I need is a quiet little home* a 
woman whom I can kiss when 1 want to and who would he 
faithful to me in spirit and body. You talk pust like those 
intellect uah. No, you're not one of ui any more- You've been 
poisoned. Fui yuii ideae man more than men. You Think 
like those Jews, that man ww created for the Sabbath,’ 

4 Jews don't think that/ 

3 le threw [lie stub of his cigarette into the river, w atched it 
flout away and Said: I’m damned if I know what they really 
think, can't make them out at all -. / 

We sat on a granite scat on one of die quays along die Nev»- 
Ie was a moonlit autumn night. Both of ui were worn out by a 
day of stupid worries, by our stubborn but unavailing desire 
to do something good and helpful for mankind. He continued 
in a quiet* pensive voices 1 You're wti us. but you*rc not one 
of us i dial's wimt Tm saying, Intellectuals like worrying, 
dieyVe supported revolution* tram time immemorial. Like 
Christ, who was an idealist and rebelled for die sake of ideas 
that were beyond this world* tbe micllecmais rebel for the 
sake of some Utopia. The idealist rebels, and all the nonenti¬ 
ties* rabble, kuiu, join him. And if t out of Spite, because they 
see that there is no place in life for diem- The working man 
rebels for the revolution. What be wants h a fust distribution of 
tools and products of labour. Once he has finally achieved 
power do you think that he would agree to a State? Not for 
any thing l He will go his own way and each one of diem will 

54 



find himself it quiet little place. . * Did you mention ftfb- 
tmftigy? It pulls the noose around out necks even tighter* No, 
We ruusr free ourseEves from unnecessary Labour* man needs 
peace at mind. Factories and science don't provide it, A man 
needs very little for himself. Why should I «ry to build a whole 
town when nil I need is a Hide house? Where people Live on 
lop of each other there is running water* sewerage and dec- 
tricity. Bur if you tried lt» live without all that how cuy Jiie 
would be I No* we have far tex* much and k all corns 1mm die 
mtelligentsLu That’s why I say the anrtlligentsia aie a harmful 
lot/ 

I lold him that no nation was capable of making life so de¬ 
cidedly meaningless as we Russians. 

\SpijitujJJy* they arc the freest people,' he said grinning™ 
'Only Jotte get angry, Fm tight tn saying chat milium* think 
the same but the} don't know how to esprete thenisd.vcs. 
Ufe muat be made ampler* then it will treat people more 
charitably/ 

This man had never been a follower of Tolwtrf* never 
showed any leaning towards anarchism. 1 knew the story of 
his spiritual development very well. After my talk with him I 
could not help thinhngz wb*t if k were true that millions of 
Rus 5 - is only suffer the terrible Torture* of revolution because 
in the depths of rheir hearts t hey cheri sh the hope of lx mg 
liberated from their toll? The minimum of work* the jna^F 
mum of enjoyment - that is all very alluring and seductive, 
like everything that is impossible to realize, like all utopias. 

And I remembered Ibsen's lines: 

'Am 3 ;i ctmssrFAtlvc ? Gb p uul 
i am Still ihc tame as I have been ill my life* 

1 don F l Like moving the pieces from one Equnxe to ano-tber* 

1 would like to move the whole game* 

J can remember only one revolution 
lr was more clover I ban those llui OJHC after 
And it could have destroyed everything 
- I tnean, of course, the FluodL 



then rise- t*evll hfmfidf mi duped. 

And Noah become Dictator. 

Oh, it' only t could do it more honourably, 

I would nof refuse you help. 

O' you stETJ^^ied fur a universal flood, 

I would jil:i.dly pul j torpedo under ihe AfkH 

BerenkovV abop did nor bring Couch money in - the num¬ 
ber ol' people nod 'wmll businesses 1 needing financial liolp 
grew every day, 

'We must tbtnk uf iomctlilng*' Andre y said as he stroked 
hit btLLrd anxiously, Then he would smile guiltily and sigh 
deeply. 

It struck me that this man was convinced that he had been 
semi-need to life imprisonment in the service of others, and 
that although he was reconciled to this pUrtishmEnl, it was 4 
great burden m him it rimes. 

More than once, using different uppimche** 1 would aski 
‘Why do you do all this?* 

!t wu obvious thar he did not understand my questions, 
would answer n>y question 1 Why ? r ax though he were reading 
frnni a book and he spoke unintelligibly about the hard life of 
she people, about die need for enUghtenment, knowledge. 

'Put Jif people really desire and ^reb for knowledge?" I 
asked. 

'What do you mean? Of course they dnl Don't wtt?' 

Yes* E wanted knowledge. But 1 remembered (he words of 
the history teacher, 'People seek oblivion* consolation - but 
not knowledge/ 

These incisive ideas are only distorted when people over 
ifjYcntcen gel hold of them: they Income blunted and rhe 
young people themselves are the lotcn, 

I realised that 1 was always seeing one and the Sitmc thing: 
people liked interesting stories only because they helped them 
forgei momentarily their own lives which were in fact hard, 
bur :□ which they had grown accustomed^ The more fiction 
they found m a story* the more hungrily they listened to it* 

I* 


Those hooks which had a great deal of fine 

interested diem mpir. To put it hric%, I was swimming m a 

stupefying iog, 

Perenkov hi? upuii the idea of opening a bakery. I rtmtm* 
ber he had every thing carefully worked out and that the 
business was bound to bring in nor less dun jt j pct cent profit 
for every rouble invented. I had to work a* the baker's 1 assis¬ 
tant' and since I wiu ‘one of them' I had to watch owe that Uiia 
baker did nor 9 ted any i'iour, eggs, butter nr hntihrd goods* 
And now 1 moved from ji large dirty cellar into one that wws 
smaller, but cleaner, and it was ray job tn keep it dean. In¬ 
stead of a workman's guild of forty, I only h^d one worker 
under me. He had grey temples, a pointed beard, n lean* 
swarthy face, d.Lxk, pensive eyes and n strange mouth - it wsut 
small, ju&i like a perch's, with far puffy 11 pa pursed in such a 
way that hu seemed to be kissing himself menially. 

There wa* nom-cthiog mocking In the depths of his glinting 
eyes. Of course tie waa a thief and the very bm night he tiid 
ten eggs three pounds of Hour and a large chunk of butter in 
some corner. 

* Who's all that I nr for?* I tofceff 

' Il T s for some liltlc girl/ he replied in a Friendly voice* Then 
he crinkled the bridge of his nose and added: 'Yes, a ti-inc 
girl!" 

I tried to convince him thal stealing was _i crime:. But nhrher 
because T wm lacking in powers of oratory. Of because I my~ 
uelf w^a not sufficiently sure of what. I was trying to prove* 
my words had no effect. 

As he lay on a bin full of dough and stared through ihc 
window at the ^tats, the baker suddenly muttered in atmre- 
mcni: '8n lecturing .-era] The hni time he sees me he^s al¬ 
ready trying to teach me. He's three times younger than me, 
it's a laugh I f 

fie peered at the starn again and askedS * Haven't I met you 
somewhere before? Who did you work lot? Semyonov ? 
Where the dors were? Oh * * * then I must hive dreamed It* * . J 
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A few days later I noticed that r.hia man could sleep in¬ 
definitely, in ;my position, even standing pro; ped up against a 
spade, When he fell ooJeep he raised his eyebrows, his, face 
changed mysteriously and look on in expression of ironic 
amazement. But his favourite topic wus stories about hidden 
treasure* and dreams. He exclaimed convincingly: J l can sec 
right though die earth. ir& crammed Full with treasure, like a 
pie. There's lots of money, chests, cost iron pots everywhere. 
Mora titan once !Vc dreamed of some famili ar place - a bath¬ 
room, for example - with & trunk full of silver places burned in 
one comet. I would wake up and go digging in the middle of 
the night. 1 would go two feet down and sec cinders and a 
(fog's nkutL Ye a, there it was ... I'd found it E Suddenly there 
would lnr -i large crash and the window was ^1 tattered to smith¬ 
ereens, Then some old woman would atari shouting like mad: 
^Police, burglars I 1 ' Of course, I would run away, otherwise 
they would beat me to death. Il p s a funny thing I* 

I often heard him use that expression: l lr'§ a funny thing I 1 
However, Ivan Kozmicb Lumnin never laughed, but screwed 
up hio eyes* wrinkled his forehead and puffed hi* nostrils out 
in a kind of smile, Hh dreams were very uncomplicated and 
iLs boring and absurd as reality itself, I could rtof unde Wand 
bow he could mtk about his dreams so enthusiastically, when 
he never liked talking about all dat was actually going on 
around him,* 1 

One day the whole town was in a turmoil; the daughter of 
some rich tea merchant forced to marry against her will* shot 
herself straight after the wedding. A few thousand young men 
and women followed her coffin. Students started making 
speeches at the graveside but the police drove them away. 
Everyone in that little shop next door io the bakery was ymut¬ 
ing his head off aboui the tragedy and the room u the back of 
die shop wiia filled with students. Down In the cellar 1 could 

• Author's note; Ai *>\' the iS^s* I lead inioii* a^luiccilo^kaJ 

iounaa] thii Luwinln-Kofoii fikm tM iiiunJ s«nevh«* in 

ffw UdiE(?pt>bk fcgioti - a pgdui of AiubLafi ogin*. 
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bear excited voicet and sharp words. ‘They should have 
beaten her more when she was a young girl,’ Lutontn was 
saying and then added sn \ht next breath: 1 E dreamed 1 wws 
fiahing for carp in .1 pond, when a jHalicenran suddenly turned 
up. "Stopi bow dnre ynu? w There won nowhere 10 run io* so 
in l dived. . . and then I woke up h * 

Bin although reality cssittcd sotiicwbcrC beyond the hounds 
of his con&douETicii he soon realized tbit there was something 
stnifige going on in rhe baker*® shop, that young girls re,illy 
unsuitable for the work were carrying tin the business, people 
whep read books- the masters sister and her friend, a big rosy- 
cheeked girl with w arm eyes. Students would come there and 
sit for a long lime ar the back of the shop shouting or whis¬ 
pering about something* The mister rarely came, but since. I 
was his assistant everyone thought that I was in charge of the 
bakery. 

"Are you related 10 the master?' Luton in ashed, 'Perhaps 
he sees you ss a w^rs-in-law^ No? Then it*£ all very tmnieaL 
But why do at] chose ftudeots hang around here? After the 
girls, I bet, Hm, that's possible, although they are nothing 
much to look at . *, Those scruffy students are more interested 
iti fresh rolls than young ladies/ 

Almost every day, ai five or sis in the morning, n gill with 
short legs would appear as the bakery w indows. She seemed 
to he made up of little hemispheres. of all shtes and looked ju&t 
]jkc a flack of water melons- She would yawn as she lowered 
tier hire leg* inm the ditch in front of the window and called: 
* Vanya f 1 

She wore a muiri-coloured scarf arid her bright curly hair 
escaped from under It* falling in little ringtet* over her red 
check* that were inflated like rubber balk* and over her low 
forehead, tickling her sleepy eyes. She lazily brushed it back 
Stem her face with her little hands, keeping her finger* comic- 
Ally parted^ like a new-born child. It wsu interesting to think; 
what could I say to a girl like her ? I used to wake the baker up 
and he w ould ask her; *So youVc come* then?* 


'Yciu qin $Cc for 

‘Have you be*n sleeping?* 

"Wtfl* whist of it? 1 

"What did you dream about?* 

"Can't remember.* 

Ir was ijixiet in the town. But somewhere the silence was 
broken by the Bound of a house porter sweeping and the chir¬ 
ruping of sparrows that had just woken up* The warm rays 
of the rising sun pressed against the window panes, I found 
these dreamy beginnings to the day very pleasant* 

The baker would poke his hairy hand otic of the window 
and feel the girl's legs. She accepted his advances indifferently 
and blinked her sbeep»IIke eyes without even smiling, 
Teshko¥ t hurry up, it's time you took the pastry out.' 

[ would take the iron plates out of the stove and ihc cook 
would seize a dozen buns, puff pastries, rolls and throw them 
Into the folds of the girl's skirt. She would toots a hot bun from 
one hand to die other* hire into it with her yellow" sheep's 
teeth, bum herself in the process, moan slightly and mumble 
to he r sell’Angrily * 

The biker would uay admiringly; 1 I jet your skirt down, you 
little tart/ And when she left he would start showing off, 
U)id you see that? Like * young lamb, covered in curls, f*m 
a decent man. nay friend, I don'i live with older women, only 
young girlu. She 3 * my thirteenth I She’s Nlkltorych's gfjd- 
daughtcr/ 

As I listened 10 bi^ raptumu* comments T would think: 

* Shop Ed 1 Eve like that?* I used to hike the white brejid from 
the oven {sold by the pound/ place ten or a dozen cortagc 
loaves on a long hoard and burry off with them to Dercnbov'a 
shop. When T got bark T would fill a large basket with rolls 
and pastries and nin off to the theological academy, io rime 
for the students" morning lea. I used io stand at the door of 
that large: dining hall and supply rults. "or credit* and K for 
cash’. And I would stay and listen to rheir arguments over 
Tolstoy. One of the professor? from the Academy, Gusev, 
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wm ;i deadly enemy id Leo Toliiny. Sometimes I carried 
books hidden under the rolls in my basket and I bad to hand 
them over to *nme student without being Been. So inert foes 
the students would hide books fir noiea in my basket. 

Once a week \ would go even further, to the p Madhouse \ 
wfctre die psychiatrist Bekhterev gave lecture*, with ihe 
patlenii as sub feels. Once he ckmot^tmicd a megalomaniac. 
When dial call man appeared at the door of die lecture room, 
wearing a white coat and a nightcap that resembled a sock, I 
could not help laughing. But be stopped for a moment ai lie 
paused me and peered into ray face, which made me shrink 
back P5 though lie had scabbed me in the heart with hu 
bUck, but fiery p piercing look. And all through that lecture, 
while Bekhterev pulled hist beard and respectfully charred 
with his patient, I quietly stroked my face vt-ith the palm of my 
hand as though it had been scorched by burning dust. 

The patient spoke in a deep, dull voice. He seemed to be 
asking for something as be menacingly stretched his long arm 
with ha long fingers out of his dressing gown. Tt seemed that 
his whole body hid become unnaturally elongated and wai 
growing bigger iuid bigger* And 1 was convinced that he 
would grab bold of my throat with his swarthy hand from 
where lie was standing. Mis dark eyes with their penetrating 
atun: gleamed imperiously and menacingly from ihc dark pita 
En Eiis bony Facev About twenty students wetc observing this 
man in his absurd nightcap - same of them wetc smiling, but 
most of them looked on very attentively and sadly, and their 
eyes seemed particularly ordinary in comparison with hu 
burning eyes. He Waa terrify ing and there wfti definitely some¬ 
thing majestic about him without any doubtl 

The professor's voice rang out clearly against that fohdike 
silence of the uudcnti and each question produced terrible 
shouts from rim deep, muilkJ voice, which seemed lei 1 *e 
coming from under rite floor, from the deathly, white wails. 
That puilent's movements were as slow and solemn m an arch- 
bishop 1 *, 
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Ai night t wrote some poetry about tha* megalomaniac and 
called him ‘Muster of masters, friend and counsellor of CodL 1 
For a long time visions of him lived with me and made Hie 
very difficult. 

Since I had 10 Work from six in the evening almost until the 
following ;aficrn[Kiaii the only chance I had m read was during 
the day. In the middle of my work, after 1 had kneaded some 
dough and was waiting For another lot ed turn sour and after 
the brtad had been pul into the oven* 

The more I mastered the secret* of the trade ibe less the 
baker worked* and he would instruct* me> in a tone of 
friendly surprise; J You ate good at your work. In a year or 
two you’ll he a master baker* It s 5 a funny thing. You're still 
a young man, so no one doe* what you ted them or shows you 
any respect/ 

He did ivei approve of my passion for books, 

* You'd he better off sleeping than reading, 1 he advised me 
in a worried voice. But he never asked what books I read. He 
was completely obsessed with dreams of hidden treasure* and 
by that plump little girl. She often came at flight and then he 
Would either take her onto some sacks of flour at the From of 
the bakery * or, if si was cold, would wrinkle up die bridge of 
hh nose and say to me: ‘Go out for hail" an hour! J 

I used to go out and think: How horribly different dm love 
was from die kind they write about in book*, 

The master** sister lived in a lithe room jl the back of the 
tbopand I used to beat up sat] juv.us for her. Hut ] tried eo kc 
her as little as possible* since she made mt fed very uncom¬ 
fortable. Her child-like eyes looked at me with the same un¬ 
bearable stare as when we fim met, Deep down in those eyes 
1 suspected a smile and it seemed it was mocking me. 

1 wtu so overflowing wftb strength it made me clumsy* 
When the baker saw me dragging and rolling sacks weighing 
i Bo pounds he would say sympathetically: ’YmYvc the 
strength of three, but you’re clumsy. Although you p re frill, 
you'n; jus-t like an ok . - / 
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Despite the feet that I had already rend many 1 hooks, th.it 
I to vex) poetry and had starred writing it myself, l always ex- 
pressed myself'in my own words \ l felt that they were heavy 
anti harsh, but it scorned that it was only through them that I 
could express a groat trniddk of thoughts. But sometimes I 
deliberately used comic words in protest against something 
thar was alien to me and which irritated me. One of my tea- 
chew, a student mathematician,, used in reproach me! “The 
devil only fcrtnwti wlui you use t® express yourself. Not words* 
but iron weights! 1 On the whole I had little love for inyseif, 
something unuaily quite common with .adolescence T saw iny- 
■sdf as comical, and crude, My face had high cheek-bones, like 
a Kalmyk, arid my voice did not obey me* 

In contra?r ibe master's sister moved quickly and nimbly, 
like a swallow in the iky, and I thought that the ease with 
which she moved did not vtaft her plump, soft little body. 
These was something not quite right in the way she walked 
anti her gestures that struck me ns over-deliberate. She had a 
cheerful voice and she often laughed, and when f heard tills 
ringing laugh [ thought that .she wanted me to forget wlut 
she had looked like the first time 1 saw her, But I had no with 
to forget, since everything out of the ordinary was dear rn me 
and I felt that I ImJ to know dm the unusual couFd* and did in 
fact, exist. 

Sometime* she would ask me: f W!m are you reading?* 

I would give an answer briefly and I fdt like Hiking: "Why 
do you want to know? 1 

Once, when the baker was fondling the girl* be told me in a 
drunken voice: "Go out for a lew minutes. Yes, now you 
could be with the boss's sister - Jertjng a chance like that slipl 
You students + * / 

I promised him that T would smash his head in with n 
weight if he said any thing like that again and [ went out into 
the hull whetr the sack? were. ! could hear Lutonin's voice 
coming through a chink in the door which did nos dose 
properly,. 





1 Why ihtiLtld | hr angry with him ? I lc\ made himself-drank 
on books, (Ives like a madman/ 

Riiis squealed and scu tiled about in ihe hall, while die young 
git] moaned and made cow-] ike noises in the bakehouse, 

1 Went outside where a fine min whs billing lazily* almost 
sitr.nrly. All the s^rae it wu dose and rite air was heavy with 
the smell of burning - the forests were on fire, 

|r was already long past midnight. The windows in the 
home opposite the bakery were open and I could hc-ir people 
singing m the dimly lit looms: 

*St VnrEnmy himfdF 
With hb golden head 
Looked down on them 
And smiled , . / 

I tried ed picture Marys DerenJtov when she lay on my lap, in 
the aaniE way ns rhe baker's girl lay on to. and I fell with ail 
my being thjit this was impossible, even terrible. 

'■And all night along 
Me drink & and dugs 
And whar the? Oh* bc p s busy 

With corner hing nr nrliEr , + 

Hie deep Impassioned vowel ‘O 1 cmild be heard above sill 
other sounds. As I l*cnt dow n with my hands on mv knees I 
looked through the window*. Through the lace curtains I 
could see a iqtiare pit, and its grey wall 5 . were lit by & riny 
lamp with it light blue sh^dy, A young girl with her bice 
turned towards the window w.ls pining by h and writing. 
Suddenly ihe raised her head and with a red penholder 
smoothed back a lock of Mr which had fallen dow n over her 
temple. Her eyes were screwed up and she wftl smiling. She 
dowdy folded the letter, teded die envelope with her tongue 
and ibrew it onto ihe table, pointing dtreslciungly at it with 
fc finger that was smaller than my little finger. Then she picked 
the letter up jigidn, frowned, tore the envelope open, read the 
letier again, put ic in another envelope, bent 1 gw over the 
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table and wrote out an address. She waved it in [he air like a 
white flag. Then she circled around with her arms clasped, 
went over lo the corner where her bed was, and qime away 
From it with her blouse off. Her shoulders Were a a round as 
doti^hmitH, She took a tamp from the cable and disappeared 
into a Conner. When one sees 3tow people behave when they 
are alt alone, then they appear to be insane. T walked round 
the yard thinking how strangely that girl behaved -when die 
wa^ by herself in her little I air. 

flqt when the red-headed student with a voice as soft as a 
whisper came to see her and said something she stiffened op 
and seemed to shfitik its she timidly surveyed him and hid her 
hands behind her back or under the table. I did not like him 
at all. 

And now the baker's girl with her short leg* stumbled by* 
muffled in a shawl,, and ehc said: *Gct back into the bake¬ 
house." 

As the baker poured dough nut of a bin he would tdl me 
Iiaw comforting and tireless hist Iwdoved was* and Lhis made 
me think: f Whett # s going to happen lo me flow?' 

HHarness was so good that Ilerenkov was already Inditing 
for a brger bakery and decided to take on another assistant. 
This suited roe well, since 1 had ton much work to do and I 
would get fifed to the pain! of stupefaction. 

* YoiiU be die senior assistant in our new bakery/ the mas¬ 
ter promised me. Til ask them to pay you fen terabits a 
month . 1 

1 understood tlut je was Lo hit advantage to Euve me as 
senior: RgsUtmt. fie did not like Work, but { was a willing 
worker and found being tired had its ad van rages: it soothed 
my Rjuicdcs and restrained my persistent semd urge*. But it 
made rending impossible* 

TtY a good thing you T ve given up horiks die rats would 
have eaten them I' the baker said. 'Bui donhjm ever huve 
dreams ? You must have, but you don't want to talk about 
them! It's a funny tiling. You must agree that telling dreams 
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is the most harmless things chere'e nothing T" be Rfrnid of., 
He was very friendly towards me and if seemed rhnt Tie even 
respected me. Or perhaps he wa* frightened of me, since I was 
the boss's pro although ihis did not prevent him from 
systematically sibling goods from die shop. 

Grandmother died. I only heard about her death seven 
week* after the funeral. in a Setter from my comatu, In thil 
brief Jetter, totally backing in commi)E t he wrote that while 
Gmndmothcf had been begging on a church porch she fell 
and broke her leg. After eight days gangrene set in. Later I 
learned that rhe Two brothers, together with the sister with 
her children - all healthy young people — had been living olf 
the money that Gnuidinocher collected when she went beg¬ 
ging. They did not have the sense to Send for a doctor, My 
coiisio wrote: ‘She was buried in the Petropavlovsk cemetery 
where all the family followed the coffin und the beggars who 
loved her and cried. Grandfather cried as well and drove us 
away but stayed by the grave himself from some boshes we 
watched him crying be will die soon. 1 

T did cot cry. md alt ! remember is feeling tlmt 1 had been 
swept by an icy gust, At night! when I fat outside on a pile of 
firewood, l fislt a nagging desire, to tell someone about Grand¬ 
mother, how since re and wise site was., a mother to all mart' 
kind 

Hi is deep yearning stayed with me for a long while, but 
since I bad no one to whom I could open my heart, it eventu¬ 
ally burnt itself out. I recalled thee days many years later when 
I read A. P. Chekhovas marvellously truthful story about .1 
cab-driver who miked to bis bnr*c about the death of hh son. 
And I deeply regretted that sit that terribly difficult time I had 
no horse or dog to talk to and that it never occurred to me m 
share my grief with the rats - there were lots of them in the 
bakehouse and I was on the best of terms with diem, 

Nakiforydi the local constable started hovering over me 
like m kite. He was an impressive -looking strong man wtth a 
silvery' bristle on his head, and a chick broad beard. He would 
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smack hU lips with great relish and loot at me fust as though 
I were* gome killed fur Christmas, 

'Did T hear fh;n you like reading?’he asked. 'What kind of 
books* for example? Lives of ibc saints or file BibEe?* 

I told him dial I read both the Bible and the Daily Lcsfif.ini* 
He was amazed ami dearly confused^ 
i Mm t really? Reading is useful - and legal! But have you 
never rend the works of Couni Tobtuy?* 

I had Jtead 'fnbusy bur apparently not those works that in¬ 
terested the policeman, 

'These, for the sake of argument, are ordinary enough 
books that everyone scenciB to write. But they say that in other* 
he took up aims against priests - you ihovht read tfaml* 

1 had re-ad those 1 others’ which were printed on a duplica¬ 
ting machine k but they struck cue as boring and I knew that I 
had better not discuss them with the [toEke. 

After a few discussions we bad while walking along, the old 
man began inviting me: 4 Come over to my sentry bos for a cup 
of Of Crmree, 1 understood what he Wanted from me. but I 
did not fed like going. So 1 took advice from someclrver people 
and they decided thiEt if 1 refused the policeman 1 * hospitality 
this might make him view what was going on in the bakery 
more suspiciously. So 1 went to visit Nskiforych. A third of 
his little kennd was taken up by a Russian-style ott>vc f and 
another by a double bed with chintz curtains round it, S t was, 
piled high with icd calico eusluons. The test of the place wn* 
furnished with a crockery cupboard, two choirs and a bench 
by the window. Mkiforyth unbuttoned bin uniform, sal down 
OH the bench, blocking the only *ma3L window with bis body. 
Nr xt rn me was kb wife* a large-bosomed woman of about 
twenty with a red bee and crafty, evil-looking eyes that had 
a strange dove-like colour. Her bright red lips pouted imp¬ 
ishly and her voice had a dry, malicious tone. 

The policeman said: ‘I have heard that my god-daughter 
SckJcteya visits you in the bakery* She's a loose* vile girl. All 
women are vile. 1 



4 AN of them ? i his wife asked, 

*Every single end 1 he said convincingly ns he jingled his 
medal* like a horse railing its harness, Then he dipped some 
tea, anil isaidp smacking hit lips:* VUc end dissolutefight down 
iu the la?t prostitute + * * even queens E The Queen of Sheba 
travelled about i too miles tn «c King Solomon just for an 
orgy. And the Empress Catherine^ although she it calfed the 
Great. . / 

Then he gave a dctilkd account of some a taker who in the 
space of one night wtrh the Empress had been awarded every 
rank from sergeant to general Hi* wife listened attentively, 
linking her lips and toy dung my foot under the table. Nifcl- 
forych spoke very imoDthJy* using appetising words and then., 
without my even noticing tt + changed the subject; 'Now, for 
example., there's that brat year student Pktnynv/ 

His wife sighed and put in; 'Not good Lcujklagj but a nice 
hofV 
1 Who?* 

4 Mr Hetnyov/ 

* Ifl the first plate he is not a "Mr'A He'll tmiv be Air Plet- 
nyw when he finishes bii course; in the meantime he's juit 
ft student, like thousands of others, In the Second pkce T what 
do you mean by “nice”?' 

*Hc*s so cheerful And young, 1 

'In the first place a circus down is, chceiful. „ J 

'A down gets paid for being cheerful.' 

'Shut up I In Hie second place a male dog start* life as j 
puppy/ 

*A down it a kind of monkey, 1 

'Did you hear me say dim up? Did yoti?* 

‘Yes, I heard/ 

*AU right then/ 

After Niktforych had calmed his wife down he advised me: 
'Now tbcr% you must meet Plctnyov. He's a very interesting 
petron/ A* he had probably seen me with Pktnyov more than 
once in the street I told him; 'I know him already T 
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Really ? Wdl then . ., 

There was dSsAp^btincni In his vote, He fidgeted vio¬ 
lently mid jingled Ids mcd-iUr But by nmv I was on my guard. 
1 knew ih.it Pktnyov had been printing certain pamphlets oq 
a duplicating machine. 

Min wife touched ray foot and craftily egged the aid man om 
He puffed hJtnr telf up like a peacock and pqraded words be¬ 
fore me just like a peacock^ tail with its rich feathery Hi* 
-wife** Lillie games made il hard lo hcar what he wus saying 
and now again I failed to notice: how his voice had changed* 
and had become softer and more pcmLaiwe* 

^There's an Invisible thread - do you understand?* he 
asked and looked into my face with rounded eyes, ju&t -+a 
though tOwtetMng had frightened him! 'Now if you look on 
the TW as a spjdtrj 

1 Oh s you, what ire you 13 Jkfng ah« jul ?' his wife exclaimed. 

"Shut up! You fool. 1 only said that to make my meaning 
dear, TiOi its an insult. Clear the samovar *w& y* 

He twitched his eyebrows p screwed hSs eyes up and carried 
on in the same persuasive voice: , Tbere p s an £nvisible thread, 
like n Kpidct'j web, and it comes right out of bis Tmpctisd 
Miijc&ry Alexander die Third's heart. And there'* another 
which giics thrtmgh all Lhc mini hick, ihrough His Exeedeney 
the Governor and down through the ranks until it reaches me 
and even the lowest soldier. Everything is linked and bound 
together by i his thread and with in in visible power ii serve* 
u& :i support* for centuries everlasting* for the Fatherland. But 
lousy Huh; Efslea, jews and RussLins. bribed by ibe cunning 
Queen ot England* try m Amp this thread wherever they can, 
pretending thev’re doing it for the people! F He leaned towards 
me over the table and *skad in 3 menacing whisper: 'Do you 
mtkrifuifif? Why am f [filing you all this? Your master-baker 
speaks higliiy of you^ says ymYre clever and honest and that 
you live on your own. Bur student* hang around your bake¬ 
house and visit Deredov's witV rst night, fust one would be 
all right„ but what when there's a lot of them? Eve nothing 
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against students. One day someone’* n student and the nest 
ht'$ a friend of the puHfc pros ecu for. Student ^rc fine people* 
only they are in loci much of a hurry rn act some son of 
purl and they are encouraged by the enemies of the T*nr I Do 
you gmlentitid ? And them’s something else . . / 

Rur he did nor manage to say any mote, as the d«.ior flew 
wide open and in came a Ecd-no^cd tsnJc old man with a small 
band round his. curly hair. He wm carrying a boide of vodka 
and he was already drunk. 

"Care for a game of draughts ? J he asked in a sprightly voice 
and immediately dandcd us witta the sparks of his witty re¬ 
marks. 

".My ta r h rr-in• Inw on the wife's aide/ Nikitniryck said in a 
gloomy, irritated voice, 

A few minutes bier I said good-bye and left* The crafty wife 
pinched me as she half-closed the door and said: ‘Look it 
those red cloud*, just like a fircT 

1 here was just eric snuaJI, fading go Id-tinted cloud in the 
sky. 

Without wishing to insult my [.cachet* T must say that ilii* 
policeman gave me a sharper, more graphic cspJamimn of the 
whok Stale machinery than they did. Somewhere there was a 
spider which produced on 'invisible thread' which enmeshed 
the whole of life and bound it up, I soon filmed to find the 
strong loops of this thread everywhere 1 went. 

Lace one evening, when the shop was shut, the maker’s 
w r iie rilled me over and told me, in a bujlnos-like voice, dial 
she had Instructions ta find out what the policeman had been 
talking about, *0b God I' she exclaimed uneasily when she 
had heard my report. She scuttled like a mouse from one 
corner of the room to the other, shaking her head. “Now tdl 
me, has the baker been trying to get anything out of you? His 
mistress is related to NMforyth, bn # t she? We must get rid 
of hum* 

I leaned against the door post and locked at her distrust¬ 
fully* Somehow she had fiaid * mistress 1 too easily for my 
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Liking,, and her decision to sack tine baker did not exactly please 
me, *You must be careful,' she said. As always, I wm cmb.tr- 
rassed by her persistent sture, which seemed to be asking me 
something that I could not understand. Tliere she stood in 
from of mc t with her Aims behind her back, 

- my are you always so miserable?* 

'1 lost my grandmother nor so long ago.* 

Tills Reemud. to amuse her and she asked: 1 Did yon love her 
very much? 1 

* Yes * * * is there anything else you want? - 
4 No.* 

I went out and that night 1 wrote acme poetry in which, as 
far as I can remember, the following line kept on repeating 
Itself: 1 And you are not what you wish to appear/ 

It wan derided that the students should vsilt Lite- bakery as 
Jit tic as possible. Si nce [ did nctf see diem now l almost com¬ 
pletely Jost the opportunity of inquiring about things I could 
not understand in books I had read and I started writing notes 
on quest ions that interested me in a notebook. However* 
once, when 1 was feeling tired , \ fell asleep over ray note* and 
die baker read them. 

He woke me up and asked: "What 1 * this you're writing? 
ir Why didn't Garibaldi drive the king out?** What'i Garl- 
kiM? And how can you drive a king out ? 5 He angrily threw 
the book onto a flour bin, dlmhed down into a rainwater pit 
and growled: 'Tell me a-lty he had to drive a king outE (Vs a 
funny thing- You must stop writing this fancy stuff. Too much 
reading 1 Five years ago in Saratov the gendarmes were arrest¬ 
ing readers just like you. as though they were mice, Niki- 
forych has his eye on you enough already, without all this. 
Now you stop driving kings away* they're not doves I* 

He meant welt when tie said this, hut 1 could not reply in 
the wsy T wanted - I was forbidden to converse with the baker 
on 1 dangerous topic* 1 * 

Some seditious book was being circulated round the town 
and it aroused a lot of argument* I asked Lavrov the vctcrin- 
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ITT surgeon ro gel it for me but h t said in a hopeTesi voice £ 
r Oh no, not muds chance of that* my friend 1 How ever, it 
looks like riicyAc going in fcctve raidings from it at a certain 
pkee toon ind perhaps l can take you there/ At midnight, on 
Assumption Day, I was striding across the Arsky Fldd, fob 
lowing Lavrov*! figure in rtic darkness. He walked about 
three hundred yards in from of me. Tlic held was deserted, 
but 1 nude my way wirh *duti caution \ as T^vruy had ad- 
vised* whistling and ringing und pretending to be a workman 
'under the influence A 

Black wisps of cloud Easily floated above my head and 
among them the moon rolled arau^d like a golden hall, 
shadows covered tliccarrh and pcmlg of water shone like silver 
and itled. Behind me T could hear the angry hum of the city. 

My guide paused by the fence nf some cirdtci ai the tuck 
of the theological academy and I hurriedly caught up with 
Mm, Without saying a word we climbed over the fence and 
went across the thickly overgrown garden* catching ourselves 
on branches, making large drops of water shower on us. We 
stopped by the wall of a home and softly tapped at the shatter 
of .1 tightly dosed window* which was opened by a bearded 
man + Beyond him 1 could see only darknw and I could not 
liicar a thing. 

'U r ho*s that?* 

‘We'fc fresm Yakov/ 

"Dime in/ 

In that pitch-black darkness 1 could sense that many people 
were there. 1 could hear dresses rustling, feci shuffling, soft 
coughing 4nd whispers, A match flared tip, lighting my face, 
and I coaid make out several dark shape* tilting on t he floor 
against the walls, 

* Everyone here now?* 

*Ym/ 

H Draw the curtains so the light won't show through the 
shutters/ 

An angry voice thundered 1 ‘ What smart dec thought we 
should all meet in on empty house?* 
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^Not so !oudt p 

Jn one cower someone 13 1 ;i small bmp. The room wbj 
empfy wept for two boxes covered with a board, with five 
people lifting on it like jackdaw* an u fence. 

ll^e bmp stood no one bo*. which hid been turned upside 
down. Three more people were sitting on the door by the wall 
nntt one very pale young man with Jong hair was perched 
on the wmdaw-sill. Apart from him and the bearded man I 
knew them all. The htfutded man announced to a deep voice 
ihix he was going to read a paper called 'Our disacraments', 
bitten by George Plekh-mov, who had been a member of the 
"People's Will 1 . Someone sitting on the door snarled in the 
ikrkncM; l ^c hnf>w all that!* The myateriousnm of die 
whole surroundings pleasantly excited me: the poetry of 
mystery is die highest poetry H 1 felt like E-rune w-'orsliipficr it 
momhag service in a temple stud 1 thought of catacombs, the 
first Christian^ The room was filled with that deep bass voice 
enunciating every w ord distinctly. 

Ru-hbUh/ fhe same person grow ft; d from some tamer* 
tn the darkness a bronze object glinted in a puzzling,, dull way, 
reminding me of a Roman soldier's helmet. I guessed that this 
vof the ;dr vr jis in t lie move. 

Subdued voices hummed away in the room and they merged 
into one dark dram of fiery words, m that it was impossible 
to make out who was Hying what. Someone on ihe wiodow- 
sill above my head a^ked in a kiud p mocking voice; *Arc we 
going to read or cot ? J 

It was the pale, long-haired young mac who said Lhts. 
Everyone fell silent and all I could hear was the deep voke of 
the reader. dickered and the little red denies of eig&r- 

ett« lit up face* of people deep In thought, their **yes screwed 
up or wide open. 

The fending continued For a tedioualy long time and I grew 
tired of listening, although r liked dtosc sharp provuotivc 
words which formed themselves into convincing ideas so 
simply and easily. 

Then suddenly the reader's voice broke off and the room 



wa& filled with cries of protest: *Rcne|^der'Sounding hrnssl* 
* That's spilling an the blood shed by heroes/ *And jvftcjr the 
execution of Generalov, of Ulyanov s ,,' 

And once again the young man'* voice fang out from the 
windows ill: ‘Gentlemen, is fe not po&ytblc to substitute ahu&e 
with suggestions that ire serious and m the point ? f 

J do not like argument! and I find that I cannot listen to 
them. For me* it is difficult to follow the capricious men!*] 
leaps of over-excited minds and l always fin d the blatant con¬ 
ceit of people engaged in argument most irritating. 

The young man [e-ancd down from the window-sill and 
asked me: ‘You, Peshkov, are a baker, aren*L you? Pm Fedo- 
scycv. We mtlflt get m know each other. In my opinion one 
can't achieve anything here, this noise will go on for hours 
and there's not much point in it. Shill we go?' 

I had already heard tlmt Fcdoscyev was the Olgaoiicr of a 
very serious-minded group of young people tod I liked hi* 
pile, nervous face with its deep cycs + 

As he waited with me wro&s the field?: he asked if I had any 
friends among the workmen, what books I had read and if I 
got much free time. Among other things he asked me: Tvc 
heard about this bakery of yours. It 1 ® strange that you waste 
your tfmc on auch nonsense. What good is it to you ? 1 

For some time l myself had fdr that the plane was no use to 
me and 1 told him ao + He wm pleased by whm 1 said and 
firmly shook my hand. With a bright smile be tofd me that the 
following day he wm going away for eh fee wrecks and that 
when he returned he would let me know how and where to 
meet. Business in the bakery was very good, hut nay own per¬ 
sonal life was worse than ever. They had moved to new 
premises and my round of dudes became even wider, I hud 
in work tn the bakehouse, take rolls found to peopled flats* 
to the Academy and to the 1 Institute for Daughter* of the 
Gentry*. The young girls shoved little notes in my basket as 
they picked the buns out and I would often rad in amaze- 
mem those cynical words scrawled in. almost chi id- like hand- 
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writing on those dainty pieces of fine paper. I felt very 
awkward when a cheerful crowd of port, brigtn-eyed young 
bdie* rroutaded my basket and turned over the heap of buns 
with their tiny pink paws and pulled funny faces. As I watched 
them 1 tried tm ^uess which of them had been writing ilmme- 
less little messages without perhaps even undemanding how 
disgraceful they redly were. And as I recalled those 111 thy 
"houses of comfort' I thought: 'Could it be possible tlut the 
"invisible thread*’ stretched from them even to this place ? r 

One of the girls, .l brunette with large brcasta and thick, 
plaited hair, stopped me once in the corridor and said in a soft, 
hurried voice: 'T T l1 give you ten kopecks if you deliver this 
note for me/ 

Her dark, tender eyes filled with leant as she looked at me 
and bit her Hps hard, while her checks and ears itimed bright 
icd, I very nobly refused to accept «he ten kopeks and [ took 
the note and banded it to a son of one of the members uf the 
law courts - a ull ^tLidtnr with the Hushed cheeks of a con- 
euimptivc. He ^df-red me fifty kopecks and silently and 
thoughtfully counted out the money in small change. When 
1 said that l did not need his money he tried to put the coins 
back into his trouser pockets, but he missed and the coins 
bettered over the floor. 

Me looked on diimapd as the coins rolled in all directions 
and be tubbed tils hands together so hard that the joints 
cracked. Then he murmured with a deep sigh: * Whit shall I 
do now ? Well, goodbye, E musr think . . / 

1 did not djfc-eover what he thought, but I felt very sorry for 
the young lady. Soon afterwards she disappeared from the 
Institute and fifteen years later 1 met her when she was a 
teacher in a Crimean gymnasium. She was ill with ruberrulosid 
and talked about the whole world with I he unremitting spite 
of someone hurt by life- 

Wben I had finished delivering the rolls f would go to 
sleep. In the evenings 1 worked in the bakehouse, so that by 
jiddnight the shortening for ihc pastries was in the shop. The 
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bakehouse was near the town t healcc and after the piny people 
would drop in to devout: lint puff pastry- After* jrda I would 
knead tfa* dough for bread lhat was ioEd by weight, and foe 
the French roll*. Kneading about J70 or 72c pounds of dough 
with one £ bare hands was no joke. Then 1 went to sleep again 
for an hour or two and then started taking the rolls around 
oiitrt; more. 

And so it went on, day after day, 

t bad an almost unbearable urge to smy the seeds of u b.u 
™ “reasonable, fine and ciernd 1 , Since T vu a sod able per¬ 
son, I wajt able to give u lively account of what T thought, and 
my imagination was stimulated by what I had experienced and 
by what I had read, I needed very little material to rum an 
everyday face tain an Interesting story, with the 'invisible 
thread F iwisting itactf about capriciously as its basis, ! knew 
some of die workmen from the Kreatovnikov and Alaftmiv 
Victories. An old weaver called Nikita Rubtsov was especially 
dose to me. He was a restless, clever man who had worked in 
almost alt the textile Factories In Russia, 

1 Vyc been wandering round the world for fifty-seven years, 
my dear Aleksey Alaksimyrh, you young rascal, you bright 
new shuttle/ he would say in his muffled voice, while hit gtey, 
ricklydooking eyes smiled at me through dark lenses w r hidh 
he had joined together lilmsdf with a piece of hra&s wife, 
leaving gr*en patches of o^idc on the bridge of his nose and 
bdutid his ears. Tine weaycts billed him 'die Germ an 1 be- 
cauit he shaved his beard,, 3c.iv tag ;i bristly mCraitmchc and 
a thick dump of grey hair under his Lower lip. He was uf 
medium height, broad-chested and wu filled with a Sombre 
cheerfulness. 

*1 love going to the circus/ be said ya hi? leaned his hald, 
cone-shaped ilnill on his left shoulder. H f low they tram these 
horses and cattle, eh f what do you think? A comforting 
thought I l respect cattle and 1 think to myself: "That means 
dial people should be able ry be trained in the same way to 
use their brains/ 1 Greus trainers bribe cattle with sugar. Well, 
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of course, we cm buy ant awn m a shop. But we need sugar 
for rhe m/, nnd that ,*iugar is called Jk'mkm. It means, boy, you 
should show kindness nod nut go around with a dub us we 
normally do - am 1 right? 1 

He liknseif was not kind to people arid talked to them dis¬ 
dainfully find mockingly. When he ww arguing he retorted by 
way of monosyllabic exclamation? in .1 dear attempt to insult 
bis opponent. 

When I first met him he was in a pub* where some men 
were just about to give him a good bearing. One or two blow? 
had already been struck, but l intervened and took him aw.iy. 

'Did th ok pun dies hurt?' I . is bed as I walked with him 
in lhe darkness., through the hue autumn drizzle* 

'Well, do ji w think that waft a real healing ?* Etc said indiff¬ 
erently, ' Wait a minute, why do youLiilk to me so formally ?' 

From this moment we became firm friei sds. At lies! he made 
fun of nit wittily and skilfully, but when l mid him about the 
part the 'invisible threads* ptoyed in our lives he exclaimed 
tiboughtfuUy; 'NJa, you're no fool* oh noT And he began to 
treat me in an affectionate* paternal way, even calling me by 
my first name arid patronymic. 

1 Your ideas, my dear Aleksey Maksimych, are connect, only 
no one will believe you , . . they're do use to you.' 

* Ym believe me* don*i you? 1 

J Mc - I'm j stray dog with a short tail. But people am Jl 
dogs o n a chain and each of them. lias a lot of burrs sticking to 
his tall - wives, children* xccortliortfi, galoshes. And each dog 
adores its kennel. They won't believe you. Once we bad a real 
to-do at the Motoaov factory! The one? whn tried to push in 
front got it on the forehead- But your forehead ta not your 
arse, and it hurt* for a long lime afterward*/ 

Ht' talked on her diiTereotly when he made friend* with 
Shaposltmkov the locksmith who worked at the Krestovnikov 
factory. The consumptive, Yakov, who played the guitar and 
was an expert on the Bible* amazed him by his violent denial 
of God. 
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As he spat gobbets of blood all over the phce from hit rot¬ 
ten lungs Yakov, with great passion and led,. rried to prove: 
hirt point' 4 Family, J was nor created u iti the image and likeness 
of God”, l know nothing* I'm Incapable of doing anything 
anil what's mrire, !'m not ft good man - tar from id Secondly 
God dues nm know how hard life is for me. Either he Arr 
know, and ib powerless to help, or he can help but doesn't 
want lo. Thirdly; God is not omniscient, not omnipotent, nm 
merciful. To put it tm ire simply, he [ust dim-s not edstl It's all 
li fiction, pure fiction. All of life is a fiction* Bur you won’t fool 
me 1 1 Rubtsov was struck dumb, then he went grey from anger 
And started swearing wildly. Bur Yakov rendered him impotent 
with hi^ quotations from the Bible, espre^cd in powerful lan¬ 
guage, and forced lum to keep quiet and huddle up deep in 
thought. 

As he spoke Shaposbnikov looked almost terrifytag- His 
face was swarthy and thin, and he had the curly black hair of a 
gipsy. 

Wolf like teeth glinted between his blueish lips* and his 
dark eyes stared tnotionleasly Into hip opponent's face-1 found 
that oppressive, crushing stare hard to bear. Mis eyes reminded 
me of the nicgainTiiaTiuic, As he walked away with me tVr>m 
Yakov, Rubtsov said gloomily; *Nii one has ever attacked 
God In my presence, Vve never heard anything like it, IVc 
heard lots of rhings in my time, but mtt&imjr like ibis, Of course* 
that man is not long for this world. Well, k a s a slutmct He got 
so worked up arguing it made him wklh tmf. Interesting, my 
friend, iJitcr.ead.ng/ lie quickly became firm friends with 
Yakov and when he spoke he seemed to boil over and became 
very esdted, rubbing his inflamed eyes every now and then 
with hts fingers. 

he said grinning, l m God lias got the sack, Hm I As 
far as the Tsar is concerned* my smart lad, I have my own feel¬ 
ings ; the Tsar does not stand h my way. But the trouble is nor 
the Tsars - it 1 * the masters. 1 could make my peace with any 
Tsnr you care to name, even Ivan the Terrible. Yes* sit there 
and reign if you like* only Jet me have j ustice from my master, 
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tholes 111 If you fet me have that I ahull chairs you to the throne 
with golden fetters and idolize you , . / 

When he read I iftriger he said: 'That’s ad perfectly cor¬ 
rect, of course I F When he first saw a printed pamphlet be 
asked' 1 Who wrote that for you f Very clearly put. You should 
thank him. 1 * 

Rubtsov had an. insatiable appetite for knowledge. I le lis¬ 
tened. to Shapashnikov** annihilating blasphemies with Lhe 
ctnf.esc attention. For hours on end he would listen to tny 
stork-5 about the books 1 had read. He would laugh with joy, 
toss back his head - making his Adam's apple stick cm: - and 
say rapturously; B Man’s brain is m amazingly daver piece of 
work!* 

He himself had difficulty in reading,. a* he was handicapped 
by hia bad eye. But ht knew a great deal and often astonished 
met 'The Gentians luive a carpenter who is extraordinarily 
clever - the king himseJi calls him In for advice. 1 

When E had questioned him on this point it became dear 
that he was miking about Hebei. 

1 1 law do you know this?* 1 asked. 

*1 JkMonf* he ifuwcd curtly, scratching his round skull widi 
hi.9 little fmget* 

The wearisome chaos ot life did not interest Shaposhniko? 
and he was completely obsessed wilh deny log God’s existence 
and with poking fun at die clergy. 1 ie had a particular dislike 
of monks. Once Rubtsov* in an attempt to make peace, askd 
kirns fc Yakov, why Is it only GvA you atiack all the time?' 

This made him how! evtin more bitterly £ 'WdJj what s to 
prevent me? For almost twenty years T believed and lived in 
fear of him* I suffered because it was Impossible to quarrel, it 
was all decreed from above, and l lived in chains. When I read 
the Bible and grasped ks meaning I could see lhat it was all 
fiction. YeSj bed on, Nikita l J 

He waved his arm as though he were trying to snap the a \n~ 
yLiable thread \ and ht was dose to tears* 

4 1 shall die before my time because of all this. 1 

* Author's note,; *Tfcifliik you, Aleksey MkoUyfcvJch Bach!" 



I had at)me other interesting ac^uaiiiLLncets as well and I 
often used to visit old friends in Semyonov** bnker%\ They 
were always pleased to see me and listened to me eagerly. But 
Rubtsov lived in the Admiralty suburb, white ShapokhtitJte.lv 
lived in the Tamar quarter, fur beyond the Kabirc, about eIudc 
milrs away* and 1 ww them nnty rarely. But it was mn|-H taaiblc 
tor anyone so comr to w/, as I had nowhere to entertain and 
brides, the new baker, u retired soldier, wtw friendly with the 
gendarmes. 

The bark of the gendarmerie adjoined our yard and those 
"blue coats 1 would climb over our fence to fetch rolls for 
Colontd J hrihiirdi and bread fot themselves. Moreover* I wits 
advised not m “show' myself among people \ so as not to -it- 
triEci too much attention to the bakery - I could see that my 
work was beginning to have no meaning for me. More und 
nusre often people with no concern for the htomes* took 
money out of the rid so freely ihat sometimes wc did not have 
enough to pay for the Hour, 

Dercnkov would tug his bad sadlf and say: 1 We'll go 
bankrupt in the end' l ie had n bard domestic life as wdL 
Nastya* with her red curly hair* would go around pregnant and 
snort like an evil cat as she looked on everything and everyone 
with her green, oFfcndcd eyes. She would march sunlight at 
Audrey as though he did not ma r while he would gdjj guilt¬ 
ily, step «m of her way and sigh. Sometimes be used to com¬ 
plain* 'No one lakes any thing seriously here. Everyone takes 
what he can, if 1 * so stupid. I bought myself hah a dozen frocks 
And they*vc all disappeared/ 

The story about die socks was funny, but l could non bring 
my;elf to laugh when 3 saw dial modest man, who had mull¬ 
ing mercenary about him, trying to keep a useful business go¬ 
ing, while everyone around him treated, it frivolously, reck¬ 
lessly, destroying It* 

Dcreckov did not expect gratitude from the people he 
worked for, but he did have a right m a more friendly, eon- 
aiderate attitude - and this he did not get. Hii family soon f ell 



apart: his Father became til with some form of' mild religious 
mania, while Lis youngest brother started drinking and going 
with girls. His sister was like a stranger and was evidently 
having an unhappy affair with the red-headed student; 3 often 
iaw her eyes swollen with tears, and thie made msz State him. 

1 thought that l was in love with Maryi Derenkm-a* I was 
also in love with our shop stasis tarsi N attach da Shnherbmpva,, 
a rather plump red-cheeked girl with t jjerpetuaL warm smile 
go her crimson lips. In general, 1 was in love with everyone. 
My age, my temperament and the maa my life was in just 
asked for a rclaboiasld p with a woman, and this had come late 
miner than early, 

1 needed a wi j man's affection or at least some kind at 
Friendly relaEfonihip with one* as I felt the need, to tpeak 
frankly ahaut myself, to sari out my muddled, incoherent 
thcjitghis send che chans of what l had lived through. I did nm 
have any teal friends* People who looked upon me as 'mat¬ 
erial for processing * did not awaken any sympathy in me> of 
encourage sincerity. When I tried speaking about things that 
did not interest them they would answer: ‘Now atop that! 1 

Then Guiy Plctnyov was arrested and taken nw»y tn the 
Krcsry prison in Si Petersburg. 

The first person to ltd! me the news was Niiltifory-cb, who 
met me in the HLreec early one morning. A* he strode towards 
:ne ;r loktniily and Lhou^hlinily, displaying all his medals, just 
as though lie 3Lad just come oif parade, he lifted Ms hand to Ids 
rip and passed me by without saying one word. But ihen be 
sudcLnJy Htopi^d and sp>ke nghr behind me inan angry voice: 
1 Gucy Aleksandrovich wiw arrested this evening . + / 

And he waved hss. arm, looked around and then added in a 
softer voice; "Thar young lad's done for! 1 

I thought that I could see tears shining in hh cunning eyes. 
I knew tint PJetnyov had been expecting arrest, had warned 
me about it beforehand and advised me that neither myself 
nor Rubiaov (to whom be had become closely attached, like 
myself) should meet him. 

It 



MBciforycb looked down at the ground and auked in a bored 
voice: ‘Why don't you come to sec mt? p 

So rime evening T called on him. He had just woken up and 
was titling on Ms bed drinking kvass. Hii wife ww sitting 
huddled up by die window men ding trousers. 

"Weil, there you arc/ die policeman said as he scratched Ida 
dicsi, with its thick growth of hair ail over It* ]u vt tike the fur 
oft raccoon. 1 lc surveyed me thoughtfully and added: 1 Yes* 
he's been arrested. They found a saucepan at fits place for beat¬ 
ing printing ink for pamphlet* against the Tsax/ 

He spat on the floor and shouted angrily at his wife2 *Giye 
me my reousersl 1 

Tn a minute/ a he answered without raising her head* 

F Shc T i Surry for him and ke^ps on crying/ the old man Said 
bj he stared at his, wife. 1 And Fin sorry as well. However, 
what csin a student Ju agaktst the Tsar?' He started dressing 
himself and said* ‘Fin ju&c going out for a few minutes * „ * 
Ptit the samovar on «. / 

1 Ha wife looked out of the window without moving* but 
when he had disappeared behind the door of the hut she 
quickly turned, round, held her tightly clenched hst towards 
it and said with great venooi through her bared teeths 4 Ugh, 
the old bastard P 

Her face v*ia a wot 3 to from crying and her left eye was ab 
most dosed by a great bruise. She jumped up* wen? Over to 
the atove* leaned over the samovar and hissed: f Fll be un¬ 
faithful to him, so much, it’ll make him howl like a wolf. 
Dao*c you believe him, not a single word be says! He'll trap 
you, Hc N S always lying and feds sorry for no one, He's been 
fishing around and knows every thing about you. That's whit 
he lives cm, that's his kind of sport - catching people/ 

She came right up to me and spoke like someone begging: 
■Wilt you he usee 10 me, then?' 

1 found her unpleasant but dm looked at me with such keen 
yearning that I embraced her and started bcroking her coarse, 
dishevelled oily hair. 


‘Who 1 * he watching oow? 1 

'Some people renting rooms m Rybnntyadjtky Street.* 

“Do vou know their names?' 

She answered smiling: 1 Now I'm filing tn tc13 him viutt you 
asked tucl Here he comes... it wju him who tracked down 
Gliry , . / 

And she jumped over to the stove. 

Nikiforyeh hid brought a horde of vodka, jam and bits A, 
We wt down todrink tea.. Marina sat nest to me and was par- 
ocularly friendly, fleering imo my face witli her gsHkl eye* 
Her husband cried to inspire me again, * Thk invisible thread 
Is in people's hearts, in their bones. Well, tan vtw remove it* 
and tear ir out? The Tsar is God io the people l* 

And he asked quite unexpectedly : 1 Now you know all about 
books, have you read the Gospels? Teh me, in yonr opinion* 
is it all true what they say there?' 

*1 don't know." 

'Welt, I think there’s a lot dial's unneptaiaty there. Lots of 
it. For example, about beggars. They're called rhe blessed - 
what's biased about them? Tku*s el bit of idle tnik. And uoji- 
cerning the poor, there's a lot T Just dgiTc understand- You 
must distinguish the poor man from the impoverished. Poof 
means badf And impoverished U unhappy* perhaps. That's 
the way you should r™ou, it's best.' 

■Why? 1 

He looked at me inquisitively, fell si(cnt 1 and then con¬ 
tinued in a distinct and rather weighty voice. Obviously, 
these were ideas that lac bad examined very carefully. 

4 The re's a Ini of gum passion in the Gospels* but compassion 
4 $ harmful. That's what 1 think. Compassion demands enor¬ 
mous sums of money being spent on unnecessary and even 
harmful people. Almshouses, prisons, lunatic asylums, Strong, 
healthy people should be helped, so they do nor waste their 
strength. But we go and help The weak, as it you could make 
them strong. The crux of die matter is that the strong grow 
weak and die weak are millstonea round their neck. That’s 



wh;u yim should worry about] T"here K & a lot of rethinking to 
be done. You must qnd^ntand that life named its hack on [lie 
Gospels a long time ago and now it goes its own way. Now 
can you see what ruined Plctnynv? Compassion. We rive to 
the poor and the students perish. WbetiV the sense in it? 1 

This was die first time that I had heard these ideas expressed 
$0 incisively, although I had come across iliem before. They 
are in fact more persistent and widespread than is commonly 
ftuppmed* Seven years later, when 1 wai reading about NitL- 
zsche 1 vividly remembered the philotophy of that police titan 
from Kaj-m. Moreover, I would add utmt I rarely found ideas 
In books which I had nnt Iratd uhout atelier, in real life. And 
the old “manhunter" Eufkcd on and on, tapping in time En his 
words on the edge of the tray. His thin looking fitce waj cov¬ 
ered with a deep frown, although he was hoe looking at me. 
but at the brightly polished bronze mirror of the samovar. 

“It's time you were off/ bis wife add. He did mn answer, 
however* but kept stringing one word often ibe other lo the 
driving piston of his thoughts and suddenly they tc>ok a new 
direction h so that it was impossible for me to gmsp Lhem. 

'You're no fool find you can read and write. Whatever gave 
you the idea of being a baker ? You CouJd earn just as much in 
the service of die Tsar * * / A* I listened to him I woudured 
how 1 could warn strangers in Rybnoryadsfcy Street thar Niki- 
fotych wait following ihem* Sergey Somov; about whom I 
bad heard a lot of interesting things and who had just returned 
from exile in Yalutorovsk* bad room* there. 

“Clever pcopte should keep together, like bees in a hive or 
wasp? in their nests- The Tsar's empire. , .' 

* Just look at the time, nine oTIock^ his wife said. 

# Domra T 

Nikiiorych stood up imd started bmtouing his uniform* 

‘Well, DOt to worry, I r ll take u cub. Good-bye, my Eru'nd* 
Call again - and don't be shy * * / 

As I left the hui 1 firmly decided never to he Nikiforych T s 
’guest" again. That old man repelled me, although lie icat in¬ 
teresting. 
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HU word* about the fiarmfui effects of companies troubled 
me deeply and firmly engraved themselves in my tneinory r 1 
fair that there win some truth in them but 1 fborsd it annoying 
lo think iJs.it they omc hum a policeman. Quarrels on Ltiis 
subject were: fairly common and one of them par ti CP farfy 
tonne n red me. 

A * Tolstoyan' arrived in the town, one of th e fi rst I 
had ever m*t T He was a mil muscular man with a swarthy 
complexion* a black goatee heard and the thick lips of a 
negro. 

He would tinop and look at the ground, but at times he 
would rapidly [erk hi a bald hrcul and" singe me with the pas- 
sLorkane fire of his dark, moist eyes. A certain loathing burned 
in that piercing stare. 

The discussion took place in one of the professors' rooms. 
There were a lot of young men T including a thin, elegant-look¬ 
ing muter of divinity in a black silk gown which very much 
enhanced Ills pale handsome face that was lit by the dry smile 
of hU cold grey eyes. 

The Tolstoyan talked for a long time about the eternal, un- 
stukcible foundations of the great truths of the Gospel. His 
voice sounded rather muftfed. He spoke in short lentccccSp 
but his wards were very penetrating and they conveyed a feel¬ 
ing of the truth of sincere faith and be accompanied them by 
a moDotonouH movement of his hairy left hand, as though he 
were hacking away at lomcrhing, while he kept hil right in hes 
pocket. 

Next co me, in one comer. I could hear them whispering. 

"He's an actor/ 

* Vny theatrical, yet. . / 

ft or long before, t bad ccud a book* by Draper, ! think, 
about the struggle of Cfttholidum against science and it 
scerptd co me that the Tolstoyan who was speaking Wfli one 
□f those frenzied believers in the salvation of the world by 
love, one of those men who were ready* out of pure Compaq 
sion for people, to cut them up and burn them cm bonfires- 

He was dressed in ± white broad-ilrevtd shire, with some 



kind of greyish old smock bunging over ic - this also distil 
guishcd hiiD frojn everyone else. At the end of hia sermon he 
shouted ; 1 Well now, are y on on Gatin's side or Darwin's ? 1 He 
itemed to burl this question a* though It were a atone into a 
corner whese yctrng people were sitting huddled together and 
frnm which d]e eyes of young men and girta Stared at him in 
fear and in rapture- Ids speech had evidently made a great 
impression on everyone. They weft all silent and lowered 
tbeir hcadii + deep in thought. He scrutinized everyone with a 
burning look and added in a 5 tcro voice 5 “Only Pharisees try 
to reconcile these two irreconcilable: principles and by so do* 
big bhamdcssly deceive themielv&s ind corrupt other? with 
their lies , , / 

The link priest stood up, neatly threw the sleeve* of his 
gciivn back und started Speaking bn a imnorh voice, With VCD- 
odious politeness* and a condescending smile, 

"You obviously maintain the vulgar opinion about die 
Pharisees, It h not so much crude ns rrEooeous, through imd 
through . . / 

To my extreme astonishment he started demonstrating that 
the Pharisees were genuine and honest guardians of the testx- 
menu of the Jewish people and that they always joined them 
in the struggle against their enemies. 

'For example, read Josephus Flavius * 1 

The Ttaistoyan leaped to hit feet, 'struck" Flavius down 
with a broad devastating sweep of his arm and shouted: "‘Even 
nowadays nations attack ifadr friends with the aid of their 
own enemies^ nations have to act againac their will, they're 
persecuted and coerced. What do l care for your Flavius? 1 

The priest and some of the other! tore the main theme of 
this argument to shreds and it simply vanished. 

* Truth is love/ the Tolstoyan exclaimed and his eyes Hashed 
with hatred and disdain. 

I fek Intoxicated by all these words and T could not make 
any sense out of diem. The floor seemed to shake underneath 
me in that whirlpool of words and I often thought despair- 
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tagly that tlutre was no one an earth so stupid and Sacking in 
Latent! as myself. 

The Tolstoyan wiped the swnt off hU purple face and 
a limit td violently r 'Throw rhe Gospels out, abandon them so 
yon can pui an end to your lying f Crucify Christ sigaia - that 
would be more honourable 1 9 

And the question "How is this?" loomed up before me Like 
a brick watL If lift was an unceasing rtmggjt for hsippineas on 
earch then compass ion and love could only impede Sis pro- 
grass. 

I Learned that the Tolstoyan's name wu Klnpsky, and I also 
discovered where he lived. The next day I went to sec him. 
He lived in u homo with two spinsters and used to sit with 
rhem at a liable in the garden, in the shade of an enormous old 
lime. He was wearing while trmiiti* and the same shirt* un¬ 
buttoned over his dark baity chest. He was tall* angular and 
bad a wj dnered look so that be corresponded exactly to my 
conception of a homeless apcssilr preaching die truth. 

lie scooped up raspberries and milk with a silver spoon, 
eating with great relish* smacking bis thick lips and blowing 
UttJe w hite babbies from his cat-like whiskers after each gulp. 
One of the spiasters was serving him while die other leaned 
igjtUHrt the trunk of the lime with her hands on her breast, 
dreamily gsmngxt die hot, dusty sky. They were both wear¬ 
ing light, liLae-coloured dresses and Were practically inch5- 
ringmshablc from one another. 

The Tolstoy mi spoke to me warmly and eagerly abour the 
creative power of love, slating bow necessary it was to de¬ 
velop this feeling in one's boliI* and bow this feeling alone 
was capable of 4 Linking man with the *pirit of the uni verse ]\ 
with the tovc that was aciiiered everywhere in life. 

4 Only Love can bind one ma 11 to another. Without love life 
is incomprehensible. Those who say that the law of Late is 
Struggle are blind splits, drwimed 10 perish. Fate cannot be 
put oue by £cc - and bo evil cannot be overcome by the power 
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Blit after tiic women had. left, their arm* mund each other, 
and when they hj*d dkippettird deep in the garden in ihe di¬ 
rection of the house, Lhis nun blinked as they went and -asked 
me: + And who arejw ? 1 

When he had heard what I hud to buy lie tapped his finders 
on the table and started idling me ch.ir a man was a man uvry- 
u'irnr and that one must strive not to improve: oneV status in 
life* but to educate ihe spirit to love people instead. 

"Tike lower man puts himself* then the nearer lie is to the 
real truth of life, ±o its most asicrcd wisdom ,, J 

[ w:es miher sceptical of his knowledge of thi* 'tiered wis¬ 
dom' bm I did not say anything, since I sensed that he found 
me taring. He looked at me with eyes full of rejection P 
yawned, put his hands on the back of his meek, stretched his 
legs out wearily* covered his eyes up and murmured, just as 
though he were dreaming: ‘Obedteitce to love - that i$ the 
kw of life. 1 

Then he shuddered* waved his arms si though he were 
clutching at something in the stir and stared at me with a 
frightened expression: 'Well* I fed tired now. Good-byeF' 

He covered his eyes up once more and clenched his teeth as 
if they were hurting him. His lower lip dropped and his upper 
one turned upwards. The bluish hair of his thin whiskers 
bristled* 

I left with a feeling of animosity and with vague douUs as 
to his sincerity'- Early in rite morning, a few' days later* l de¬ 
livered tome mils to one of the university lecturer! whom I 
had come tu know; he wa* a hachdor, a drunkard, and once 
again I met Klopsky. He must have had a sleepless night: his 
Tate was bmwmish, his eyes were red und swollen* end it 
seemed dm lie- was drunk. 

The foe lecturer* who was blind drunk, was sirring on the 
in hi* underwear with a guitar in hh hands amidst a chaos 
of furniture* beer bottles, n nd discarded clothes- There he sat* 
rocking himself and growling: 'Mer-cy , -.' 

Kiopiky shouted angrily imd abruptly: ' There's no such 
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thing as mercy. We shall either perish from tov** or we shall 
all be crushed in the struggle fur it* Either way we'te doomed 
10 tlrSLfiietion * - / 

I Jc sefced rue by the shoulder, led uie into the mam and said 
eli the lecturers 'Here he is, him what lie wants. Ask him 
if he needs to love people. 1 

The lecturer looked at me with eye full of team and hurst 
out tuughiujT! 'fle's the baker! \ owe him some money/ 

He lurched forward with his hand in his pocket, produced 
a key and held it out tu mu: Tome on, take everything there 
ill 3 

Eut the Tolstoyan itrhrd the key and waved his arm at me: 
'Clear off! Vcrull get your money Later] 1 

Then lie iltmg the mill which he had taken from me onto 
a in one corner, lie had not recognized me and l was 
pleased by this. As I left I kepi Ln mind what he had said about 
perishing from love and I Enirboutcd a deep repulsion towards 
him in my heart, 

t was soon told thaE he had confessed his love Eo one of the 
Fpin sects in the houai? where lie was living ^nd that very same 
day admitted hh love to the other. The sisters shared tlidr 
joy, which turned into bitterness towards the suitor. They 
ordered the house porter to tell that 'apostle of love* to> clear 
out of their house at ofite. He disappeared from the town. 
The LjLiC£lioQ of the meaning of love and mercy in life is a ten 
rifying and complex one, and I encountered it at an early age. 
At first in the form of an ill-defined but acuie feeling of inner 
discord. Afterwards it took a precise form* in well-articulated 
words: 'What it the role of love? 1 AL! that I had read was 
permeated with the ideas of Christianity and humanism* with 
cries for compassion towards people the best people I knew 
ai tins time spoke about the same tilings eloquently and pas¬ 
sionately. but everything in my im medial e surroundings hud 
almost nothing whatsoever to do with compassion for people. 
Life unfolded itself before me as an entiles* chain of hostility 
arid cruelty, as an incessant! obscene struggle to possess what 

*9 



was worthless. Personally, I needed only hooks,, .ind nothing 
eke had any meaning for me. 

I needed only lu go l>ue iitu.j ibe street jml sir for an ho he or 
m by die gates to under a Land tbai all those cab-drivers* por¬ 
ters, workmen, clerks* merchants did not live in the same way 
as myself and that chore people whom 3 hud grown to love 
du] not want the same things nnd were not following the sume 
path. Thojte people whom l respected and trusted were curi¬ 
ously alien and solitary* and they seemed to he miukkrs 
among the great ern^d, among the filthy„ cunning lulling of 
ant^ laboriously building up the hi]Is of their Ives. 

Tliis kind of life struck nae as thoroughly stupid .md deadly 
boring. And K often noticed that people were compass iunatc 
and loving only Ln what they said* hut in their sections they 
submitted to the geocml order of things without even noticing 
It. 

Life was now very liard for me. 

Out day Lavrov the veterinary surgeon, u man with a sal¬ 
low fate swollen with dropsy, luld me breathlcsiily: * Cruelty 
must be increased to inch an extent ih.it evcryt.mc becomes 
tired of itj, repelled by it, just like this damned autumn]" 

Autumn had come early, the weather whs rainy and cold. 
And there were many can*? of illness and suicide. Lavrov 
poisoned himself with potassium cyanide, since he had no inn 
tendon of waiting to he t u Abetted by dropsy. *hk spent kts 
liEc hailing animals and he died like onci* said Mcdmkov (a 
tailor and l-avrov + a landlord) fls he followed the coffitU lie 
wes a piosi r tittle man who knew -ill the prayers of the Holy 
Virgin by he-Art* He used to thrash his children (a seven-ycar- 
old girl and a boy of eleven who attended the local gym¬ 
nasium 1 with a rhree-thonged stop and then bear Its wife on 
die thighs with a bamboo canc. lie would complain; a Thc 
UnivenaJ Judge has passed judgment on me for Copying This 
system from a Chinaman, it seems. But I have rtri'rf set eyes on 
A Chinaman - except in shop-signs and pictures/ 

One of bis workmen, a dejected looking! bandy-legged man 
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hy die jueuc- of' Dunka^a HufibaneP. used losay of hb master: 
Tm afrdd of muck people who Are as well E You can 

spoi a wild character right tway and you Always have time to 
hide. But a meek person will creep up on you unseen* like a 
crafty snake in the grass, and suddenly sting the moat precious 
pajt of yuur «n*L Meek people frighten me . , There was 
truth in vhut Duraka'i Fm&hind said - that mcek T cunning old 
informer und Mcdnikav’g favourite. 

Some times it seemed that meek people. hy eating away at 
the 5[ooy heart of life-like lichen, made it more yielding and 
fertile. But, more often, when I observed the great number of 
meek people, with their crafty Adaptability to what was vile, 
with theft elusive iirMene*g„ spiritual true Lability and gnat¬ 
like droning,,! felt like a hobbled horse in a swarm of flies* 

These were my thought? ns I left the policeman. 

The wind sighed and made the street tamps flicker. It 
seemed fhsu the dark grey sky was trembling fls it spread an 
October run as tine as dust over the earth, A drenched pros- 
ritute was drugging a drunk up the street, holding him under 
the arms and pushing him as he muttered and sobbed. The 
woman answered him in a weary, empty voice: 'And that 1 * 
your lot in life , * / 

Yes, I thought lo myself, someone Is dragging and shoving 
wr inco naacy comers, showing me tilth and sadness, ind a 
strange moiluy assortment of people. Vm tired of all that. 

Perhaps this wha rot exactly what I was thanking, but this 
thought nonetheless Hared up in my brain and ii was precisely 
on dial evening that* for the first time* 1 felt a tiredness of totil* 
a conmive mould in my Sieurt, From that mnment onTOils 1 
began to fed wome t to look uptpn myself objectively, a* a I 
were, and coldly, wiih the hostile eyes of a stranger. I coutd 
sec that almost every man harboured, in the same awkward, 
chaotic w*y p a host of contradictions, not only in word and 
deed, but in feeling ns well and that this capricious game was 
particularly oppressive. 

And I observed this game being played out within myself* 
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which wus even woHc, I Cell that I wan bdng pulled in all di¬ 
rections, tfl wnintn and books, workmen and cheerful sen¬ 
tient, hut I missed the boat every lime and 1 lived "neither here 
nnr there’, spinning round like a top. while some unseen but 
powerful hand was fietedy ItfshSng inc with an Invisible whip. 
When J discovered that Yakov Shaposhnikov was in hospital 
I tried to visit him,, hut a fat woman with a crooked mouth, 
spectacles and a white ticarf from under which red limp ears 
hung down told me in an e&p rested n I ess vnkc: p Hc's dead/ 
When she saw that I would nut leave and stood there without 
saying a word* she became angry $ti d shouted: 'Well, any¬ 
thing dsc ? * 

I lost my temper as well and said : 1 You're a fooL' 

1 Nikolay* throw him onit 1 

Nikolay was wiping some sort of copper rods with n rag. 
He grunted and lashed my buck with them, 1 lifted him up^ 
took him out into the street and sat him in a puddle by the 
hospital from doot, 1 le look this very calmly, and &ar there 
goggling. Then he stood up and said: *You dog ) 1 

I went into the Derzhavin garden* sal down on a bench by 
the poet's monument and felt a keen desire to do something 
evil and nasty„ so that crowds of people would throw thetn- 
wi™ on me. giving me the right to beat them. Although It 
was a holiday the garden was completely deterred. There was 
not a soul to he seen and all 1 could hear was the sound of 
die wind driving dirty leaves along and rustling n poster that 
had partly peeled off*. 

The cold, tmn&paicnt blue shadowy of dusk thickened over 
the garden. Thpt cjtoroiouB bronze statue reared up in from 
of me, 1 looked at it and thought how that solitary Yakov had 
lived in this world and tiled with all his might to destroy God 
and yet he died an ordinary death. There was something very 
oppressive and insulting In nil tin 5 . And I thought: But Niko¬ 
lay is an idiot. He should have given me a fight ot called the 
police to have me ancttedL 

I went to see Rubtsov who wa* fitting at die table in hi# 
little kennel by a small lamp, darning ids waistcoat. 


9* 



I told him: * Yakov is dead . 1 

The old man raised his hand in which he was holding the 
needle and dearly wanted to crass himself. But all be did was 
wave his unu He caught the thread on something and swore 
obscenely t in a toft voice. 

Then he growled : " Well, if it comes to that, uc*re ah going 
to dic ? that** an idiotic habit of our?. Yes, my friend. He went 
and died, Tliere used to be a coppersmith round here, \u$\ like 
him. hc + t gone top* It was List Sunday., the gend arm e! cnn% 
for him. I got to know hiui through Guiy> He was it clever 
coppers mi t hi But he got mised up with some iiudenr?. 
You've heard how rebellicjus the students are becoming. 
Right? Well noWj sew this fachet up for me, I can't sec a 
damned thing . . / 

He handed over his mgs, together with needle and thread, 
and put his hands behind his back and stoned pacing round 
the room, coughing and grumbling: ’Here and There a Sink 
flame will Elate up and the devil will blow ii out. Then the 
Bame old boring Life begins all over again. It's an unlucky 
town- Vm getting out wlulc the stcuLikboaES me still running/ 

I fe stopped still, scratched Ills bald head and asked: ‘Well, 
where will yaw go? Tvc been every where, Yes. Absolutely 
everywhere and ad Tve done in wear nnyuclf out/ He spat ind 
added: ‘life is a lot of filthy rubbish! IVe lived and |\e 
achieved nothings neither fpr soul or body - * / 

He fell silent and ^torni in a corner by the door as though 
he were listening to somei-htng. Then be strode over to me 
and sat oo the edge of rhe table: J Let me tell you, my dear 
Aleksey Makfimych. Yakov wasted that big heart of his on 
God, all for nothing, Neither God nor the Tsar will be any the 
hctiet If I renounce them. The important thing k for people to 
get angry with themselves and reject: their own rotten lives. 
That's what we need I Oh yes s I'm old and [ was bom too late. 
I shall soon be stone blind. That's a terrible thing! Finished 
that jacket ? Thanks * 4 . let's go to the pub for some tea . , / 
Git the way he seized me by die shoulder as he scum hied 
through the tkrkneH and muttered: 'Mark my words, people 
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will lo.se patience* One day they *11 get angry and start des¬ 
troying every tlii ng* Tlicy‘11 turn *11 tbek rubbish into dust) 
They'll lose patience! 1 

Beior-c we reached the pub we came tip against n crowd of 
sailors besieging a brothel! whose gates were being defended 
by workmen from the Aliform factory, ' There \ a fight here 
every holiday, 1 Rubtsov said approvingly as he took Fits 
spectacle* oft When he rccogus^rd sonic of hlf friends jimong 
the defenders he quickly joiiiLd. in the fighl* egging them cm: 
'Mold on, you from the factoryt Crush the frogs. Kill the 
little tiddlers [ Ah-ahT 

It was it range and amusing to see the enthusiasm and dex¬ 
terity which that clover old map fought with, foremg hk wwy 
through a mass of tailor^ warding ml - their punches juid 
knocking several over with his shoulder. It wan a good- 
natured, cheerful Linde and they fought j.uit for die fun of 
it. from an exotw of energy, 

A dark masj of hndifcs Crowded the gate*, pressing the fac¬ 
tory workers bark against them. The plunk* crocked and vig¬ 
orous shout* rang out; "Bash chut bald-headed old sparrer,' 

Two of them managed to dumber up on the rwf and they 
sang ha rimipiously and boisterously: 

1 We are not thieves, nwindEerf or hnuiiiti, 

We are SOtll ol die iCa, dahermcnJ' 

A policeman blew hi* whistle, brass, buttons shone In the 
darkness. Mud squelched under foot and singing came from 
up on the roofs. 

*Wc cast our nets along dey banka 
In merchants' hnu*eq* Lafin and f intercoms/ 

'Stop. Never hit a man when he's down 2* 

'Grandpa, hold on to your check bancE' 

Then Rubtsov, myself and unother live men - I could npi 
tell whether friend or toe - were taken away to the police 
station and a lively long floated after m in the leeuiljui! dark¬ 
ness of an autumn evening: 
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"Oh, wt caught (bttjf pike* 

And wc t-lmW ronke coatt out of them 1 P 

“ Wliii wonderful people live along the Volga! 1 Rubtsov 
csdnEmed mptutouidy* He kept blowing Sua no&c and spitting. 
Then be whispered tci usi 'M*ke a run Farit* bui wasr for the 
right moment. Wbac do you want to go to site police station 
for?* 

I dashed into a side street, with tad sailor following 

trie, leaped across ( L fence and then another, and from nLio.t 
night onwards I never set eyea agam on that dear, dever 
Nikita Rubtsov* 

Life around tne became more and more empty* Student dis¬ 
turbance* began T could not understand their meaning Und 
(heir motives were not clear. All I could sec was a cheerful 
turmoil in which I could discern no systematic struggle and I 
t.h ought I would have endured even torture in return for I lie 
happy opportuniiy of studying in a university. If someone had 
suggested,. *Go and study then, but if you do we'll beat you 
with slicks on die Nikolaev square every Sunday 9 , then 1 
would inosr certainly have accepted this condition. 

When T went into Semyonov** prettel shop l discovered that 
the bakers were preparing to go to the university to heat the 
tiudems up. 

H We'll slosh them with weight*/ they Md with cheerful 
maliccp 

I a burnt! arguing and swearing at them* hut suddenly I was 
horrified to find that 1 had no desire, no words to defend the 
students, 

I remember leaving the cellar fading &e though I had been 
crippled, with an insuperable, utterly deadly anguish m my 
heart. When oighr came 1 sit on the bank* of Lhe Kabou 
throwing atones into the dark water and repeating three words 
over and over which 1 just could not gel out ck my head; 
’What to do?* 

From pure boredom I started learning the v-infin and l 
sc raped away in the shop at mght 3 succeeding in disturbing the 
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mghrwatchma n and the mice. 3 loved musk and ruck ltd my 
lessons with great enthuaLisin. However, during otic of them, 
my teacher* who played In xhc town occheum, h>| die till 

which T hud forgotten to lock when 1 hjd left the k hop fur a 
moment* On my return I found him a Luffing Ids pockets, When 
he saw I He At ihc door he ilrettbed hii neck. Out, held lai* 
dreary shaven face towards me ami sofdy eilJ d:" WdU, hit mcl’ 

bits lips trembled and curiously oily Urge tears trickled 
from bia colour leas eyes. I wanted to hit him, hut to scop my¬ 
self I sat on the floor with my hands underneath me and ord¬ 
ered him bcp pm the money hack, He emptied his pockets and 
weni over towards the donr. On ihc way he stopped and aaid 
in an idiotically high-pitched, terrified; voice: + Lee me have 
ten roubles \* I gave him the money, but 1 did not inkc any 
mote lessens, in December 1 decided to commit itiidde [I have 
tried i£s describe my reasons for this decision in my story 'An 
incident from the life of Mukur*) but I did nm Succeed; the 
story was very clumsy, unpleasant and devoid of any inner 
truth. However I must point out Lis virtues - or so they 
seemed to me - which lay in the liict duit ihete just was no 
inner truth in the story* 

The facts were correct, but they appeared to have, been des¬ 
cribed by someone dse and the story was not about m*. Apart 
from any literary Value the story may have* I do find some* 
dung pleasant in k, however as though I had achieved a vic¬ 
tory over my*tl£ 

1 benight a drummer’s revolver at the fiiir: dtis wus loaded 
with four ballets and I shot myself in the chest* hoping to bit 
my heart, Hut I only succeeded in puncturing a lung. A month 
later I was once again working in tilt bakery, feeling very con¬ 
fused and impossibly ashamed at u hni I had dune. 

However, this work did not Llsi very long. One evening* 
towards the end of March,, I went into the shop after leaving 
die bakehouse and l saw Khokbol in the ih op-girl's room, 
sit dug cm a chair by the window thoughtfully smoking a duck 
cigarette and watching the clouds of smoke very inrcaily, 

96 



'Gtil p moment?* he said without greeting me. 

*I p vc twenty minutca/ 

4 Sit down then and let’s have s talk/ 

As always, he was rearing a very tightening knee lf n g* h 
coat made from coarse leather. His fair beard spread over his 
broad elicit and a bristly nius of wiry* doafr CJ C Op pe d half 
stuck (iut over his stubborn forehead. He had heavy peasant 
boot* th.it smelled strongly of tar. p Wcli now,' lie v^d in u 
calm soft voice, ^don^t yon wane to come and live with me? 
I’m from the village of Krasnoviduvo, about thirty milci 
down the Volga, I've got a shop ihettr and you could help me 
m my business, it won't mke up much of your time. I’ve some 
good hooks and Ill help you study, Well, coming?* 

*Yts.' 

+ Be at the Kurbiiiov qu*y tin Friday morning at sis and ask 
for the bout from KmsnoviduYU the owner is Vasiliy Pan¬ 
kov. But Til be there already to meet you. Good-bye! p 

As he got up he held out the broad palm of his hand and 
with the other he took a heavy silver watch from the front of 
hia shirt and said: 'So we only took sis minutes! Yes. my 
Christian name is Mikbailo Antonov and my surname Remits. p 

He left without hulking round and firmly strode over the 
ground, easily swinging; his heavy body w ! hkii was moulded 
Like an indent hem 1 !. 

Two days later I set out for Knanovidoro. 

The Volga had only recently become free of Ice, Upstream* 
grey, porous see docs bobbed up and down as tftey floated 
through the muddy water. The boat overtook them arid they 
flemped against the tides shattering into sharp crystal flnk-ft. 
An upstream wind was blowing, driving the waves only the 
shores Tile sun was blinding and was reflected in dazzling 
white nip from the glassy blue side* of the flora* 

The boat, which was hravily Laden with barrels F sacks, 
hoses, was now under sail* with young Pankcjv itt the rudder. 
He wM smartly dressed in a waistcoat of tinned sheepskin 
embroidered in rbc from with multicoloured lace, 11 is face wm 
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ctdm and his qp cold. Be was a taciturn peraon and hardly 
looked like a peasant. At the bows stood Pankov's barge 

hauler Kukushkin with hk legs planted 'Wide apart. He WiS 
a rcruffy-kiofeing man and ■wore a tattered coat uiih A piece ttf 
i&pc an a bell, find a crumpled priest's hat. Ml* fate was cov¬ 
ered in bruises and scratches As he pushed the ice floes awsty 
with the boathook he cursed contemptuously: *Gci out of it* 
where d‘yc think you*re going?' 

1 sat nest to Romas on some boxes under the sail and he 
cjuietiy told me: 'Pea-sanra don't like me* especially the rich 
ones! One day yoxTIi know whas that's like!* 

Kukushkin placed the hook across the aides tinder his Jecns., 
and KfHike rapturously as he turned his muesli ted thee tow aids 
us. 

* Antonych die priest has a particular dislike for yum 1 

4 That 1 ? true, 1 replied Pankov. 

‘You’re: like a bone in that old pockfaced dog'i ihtoutB 

■But 1 have friends as well - and they'll be Jew friends, 1 I 
heard KhokhoJ say, It was cold. The March sun did not have 
much warmth Yet* The dark branches m hate trees swayed on 
die banks, and here and there enow Uy in the velvety patches 
in Little crevices and sn the shadows of hushes lining the hilly 
bank. Ice-floes were everywhere on the river, just Like a dock 
of grazing sheep. 1 fell that 1 was dreaming* 

Kukushkin stuffed some tobacco into hi* pipe and started 
philosophising: 4 Well H supposing you arc am/ the print's wife. 
But jr'a his duty ro love nil living creatures, as it is written in 
the Scriptures.* 

'Who beat you up?' Romas asked laughing. 

‘Well, some sort of shady people - most probably small¬ 
time thieves/ Kukushkin replied scornfully, Then he added 
proudly: *Nci, I was once beaten up by some artillery soldiers* 
I just don't know how I survived. 1 

‘Why did thy beat you up?' Pankov -asked. 

‘Arc you talking ahour jtjftrtitij? Or thar time with the 
artillery soldiers t * 
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- vcrfrr^r/ 

'Well, does anyone know ^hf you get beaten up? People 
are Eifcv goats - doesn't rake much w make them butt I They 
think it's their duly to start a fight/ 

Romas saM: + J dunk they beat you up hd - csuis£ of that 
tongue of yours. You're too careless in what you say.' 

'Well, okuy then I I'm an inquisitive man* ns king questions 
about everything as a habit of mine. I love learning something 
new* 1 The hows knocked against an ice fh*c and there was art 
evil-sounding noise along the tide of rhe boat, Kukushkin 
lurched forward anti seized the hook + and Pankov told him in 
a critical voice: "You uatch what you're doing* Srepan. 1 

* Don't you tell me w hat ro do/ Kukushkin muttered as lie 
fended off the ice floe*. 1 1 c m*i do my job ami carry on a con- 
femtiQQ nr the same time*' 

Their quarrel £ were goud-humoured, bur Romas told me: 
“The land here n worse than in our Ukraine* but the people 
ate bt-Eicr. A very capable toil' 

I listened to him attentively and believed what he was say¬ 
ing. 1 liked his calmness -and his simple, fcortreful s even speech. 
1 fdt that this man knew a I m and that he bad his own way of 
judging people. I was particularly pleased by il it fact that be 
did not ask why I had tried to shoot myself. Anyone dse in 
hrs pbee would surely have asked this a long time ago and E 
was *o bored by the question* And in fact it was hard to find 
an answer. The devil only knows why I deddtid in shoot my¬ 
self. Without doubt t would hav* given KrmLhul a long- 
winded, stupid answer. And* genendiy sptakmg, t had no dc- 
flirc to think about ir at all. It was so good on the Volga* so 
free and bright. The boat pulled Ln dose lo the shore, with the 
broad sweep of the river on its left. The water washed over the 
sandy shore, on the side where the meadows were. One could 
see how it swelled* splashing and rodciug bushes along the 
banks* while the bright spring torrents noisily pouted down 
into it from shallow gidlica and crevices. The sun smiled and 
tile black feathers of yellow-beaked crows, busily cawing fis 
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they built their ncm, gleamed like Btqcl in its rays,, md I wa* 
touched to we how s in espuerd places, the bright green bristly 
V .rass wafl breaking through the earth towards it. My bodv was 
culd, but in my soul I felt a cjuict joy and sensed Lhat tender 
young shoots of bright hope were unfolding there ah wdJL 
The earth was so pleasant ut spring-time. Towards afternoon 
we readied Krasnovidovo. On a high, sharply iloping hill 
stood a church with alight-blue cupola. A row of sturdy, well- 
btiilt huta stretched down along die ridge and the yellow 
hoards of ihcii roofs and brocade-like iiruw thatching shone 
m the sun. It was all so simple and beautiful- I low many times 
I had admired tMi village ai I passed by it on a steamboat! 
When 1 started unloading the boar with Kukushkin, Romas 
passed me some sacks i\am over the side and told me: 'Bur 
you seem very strong 1' 

And without looking at me he asked: J Doesn't your chest 
him?* 

•Not at all . 1 

I w;ia very touched by the tactful way he put Ms question. I 
wos particularly afraid that the peasants might find out abouE 
my attempted Filicide, 

f Yes, you’re strong alt right, more than the job aski for, I 
would guy," 

Kukushkin rambled on. "Whit province arc you from, 
young man? Ni/hny-Novgorod? They'll call you a water 
flvviggcr then. Ch rhey 1 !! say to you: “Can you tell us where 
the gulls are flying from?" 3 

A tall, lean, barefooted peasant with a curly heard, a duck 
clump of reddish hair and wearing a cotton shirt and trousers 
came slipping find stumbling down the slope of the hill, across 
the thawing clay which was filled with innumerable silver} 1 
ibrulcts. As he approached the bank he said 'Welcome 1 in □ 
kind sobproui voice. He looked round, picked up a thick pnlc T 
then another and laid them acrcM.fi From ilu- bank to the Bide of 
the boat Then he nimbly leaped into it and started shouting 
orders: 'Press your ftee Against the ends of the poles so chef 



don't roll over the side, and take hold of the barrel*. Iky you, 
boy p give ua a hund/ 

He wna m huufeow at ^ printing and evidently very strong. 
Light blue cyet nhnnn piercingly fo his flushed face with ks 
large Straight nose, 

"Ycrall catch cold, foot,’ Romas &aid. 

x Who - me? Dotft worry/ 

We rolled a barrel of kerosene on to the shore. [rot looked 
me up and down and asked: 'Shop fl.5s^Eraf]t? , 

'You try and fight him, 1 Kukushkin suggested. 

'I see they've bashed yew mug in again/ 

■But what can you do with them?* 

fc Who do you mean?' 

■The ones who heat you up! r 

"Oh, youll* Tzoi said with a sigh and then he turned to 
Roma*, ‘The cans won't be long. I saw you a long way off 
up the rivet. You made it in good time. AnEonych, you can go 
now and IT! look after things here/ Te wis obvious that this 
man v?na very friendly with Re man and most concerned aihout 
himi even intisni'd to be protective, although Romas was sen 
years older, 

Half an hour later I was skiing in a dean comfortable room 
in a ncrwly-budi hm r the walk atiLL smelling of fresh tar and 
oakum. A lively, iharp-cyed peasant woman was laying the 
cable tor supper. KhokbuJ was picking some books from a 
trunk and putting them oo & shelf by the stove* 4 Your menu** 
in the attic/ he said* 

I could see past ot the village i : rf yn\ there, with a gully nppo- 
site out hut» and roofs of bath-houses visible among she 
hujbei. Beyond the gully were garden* sjid dart field* which 
gently foiled a w;ny towards the blue ridge of the forest on the 
horizon* A peasant dressed in blue was sitting astride tt horse, 
holding i hnidicr in one land, while he shaded his fnrebejid 
with the other as he gazed at the Volga down below. A cart 
creaked, a cow lowed heavily* and aa old woman dressed in 
black from head to foot came tb rough the gates of the hut. As 




she turned her face towards them <be shouted: To ben with 

Two village boys who bad been energetically trying id darn 
m little stream with stones snd mud heard her and rushed away 
as fast us they could. 

The old woman peeked up n silver of wood, spat an it and 
threw [l Info the stream. She was wearing men's boy 15 and she 
kicked the <km in and went down to die river, 

Whut kind of life wm In store for me here? 

1 was cubed m to a upper, Hot w, at sitting at the lower end 
of die tihle with hk Jong legs sireEcbed out. The snlc* of 3iis 
feet were purple. He was flaying some thing to llomu J but 
broke off when he jaw me come in, 

"What's the natter? 1 Romas iwkcd gloomily. 'Go on, fell 
me.* 

'Well, it's nothing, I've told you even*thing, Now, it's all 
decided, Well man age on our own. You nmm carry a pistol, 
if not> a thick stick* When Barinov's around you oui't say too 
much* he and Kukushkin hive tongues like women. Now hoy, 
do you Like fashing? 1 ' 

‘No . 1 

Romas talked of the need to organise the peasants and snidil 
nrarkrt gardtiricia to save r.bnm from the clutches of die big 
buyer?, fzot listened to him attentively and then laid: Try on 
do that those blootkuekcrs will make it impossible to cam a 
living. 1 

“Well see.’ 

' Yon mark my words,* 

1 looked at I^ot and thought: yea T Karenin and Zbltov- 
latsky must base their Tories on ihk kind of peasant. Had I 
really got into something serimi* and would 1 now be work¬ 
ing with people who meant business? 

When he had finished eating lane said: 'Now don*t rush 
in 8 0 k s Mikhftilo An tony eh. It's never ;my good being in 100 
muda of a hunv- Take it easy! 11 

When hr had left, Romas said rn a pensive voice: *Hc f * a 
clever, honest man, but it*s a pity he's Ulkcrnc. He can hardly 
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read at aiL But he's trying very hard ro Srarn, you roust help 
him t 1 

Right up to evening he tried to teach me the price of goods 
in the shop. B l sell cheaper/ he said * than the wilier swo 
shopkeepers in the village. Of course, they dun'i like it. They 
play dirty tricks on me smtl are pruning to beat me up. ! 
don't Live here because I like or because btoidctf* is gond + 
There*! other reasons, UV rather like what was going on to 
your bakery,* 

1 mid him that I had id ready guessed as much- 

"Well then,, you must kucsek sen.se imo people somehow - 

right?* 

The shop was locked up and we went round it with a 
lamp. Someone was walking along the street, squelching as 
he cautiously stepped over the mud. He kept stumbling 
heavily ns he climbed the from steps, 

‘Did you bear that? Someone’s there) That's Ml gun P he's 
a lone wolf, an evrl man. He Loves doing wicked things* just 
like a pretty girl Sitting. Be careful what you say to him - m 
fact tn tfftjttjftrl 1 

Afterward*, when we were hack in *he hut, hr lit hi* pipe, 
leaned with b is broad shoulders against rhe stove and screwed 
his eyes up, puffing little streams of smoke into his beard* 
Then he told me slowly in simple, dear words* than he had 
noticed! a long time ago ichat I was wasting the yean **ir my 
youth. 

'You're an able boy a stubborn by nature and plainly well- 
iin em Juned_ Bur you must snidy, but nor so that books hide 
red people from you. One old man t a member of some 
retigiuus sect or other, wu so right when he said: W AII 
learning comes from man" People teach more painfully than 
books julsI they icach crudely. Bui: what you learn takes 
firmer mmi/ 

He told me w T hat I already knew* thar H brat and fbetmotr. 
the mmtlr- of villagers must be stirred into life. But in these 
femilinr words I could deicer a deeper and new meaning. 

1 Those students oi yours babbie away about love of the 



pcopSc, bin I say to them■ fa** impossible to have the people. 
These are only words . . * fm cf /A? przpk , „ / 

He blushed into hrs beard, looking at ttu- inquisitively. 
Then Eiu started padng, up and down cJiu room and continued 
in a. hfm, persuasive voice. f Loving m^ni agreeing, con- 
limomdmg. not seeing, forgiving. That’s how you should 
approach women, Hut how can you fail in see die ignorance 
uL the prnpie, agree with tbdr errors, accept all the vile 
dungs they dt\ forgive their savagery ? C*» we? 1 
-No, 1 

"Well, so there! Your friends in the city read .und recite 
Nekrasov nil the time, but you won't get fat with Nekrasov I 
You must encourage □ peasant with words like these: 
"Brother* although you’re not bad in yourself, you live badly 
and you have no idea how to improve your life and make it 
easier A wild animal p for example, looks after itself better 
than you and ii's better at self-defence. But from you, rhe 
pca$avu$, every tiling came - the nobility,, clergy, scholars, 
tsars - they were tf//peasants once, Now do you see? Under¬ 
stand ? Well then, just leant to live so you're not trodden on.* 1 * 
He went into the kitchen and told die cook to heat the 
samovar, Then he started showing me hi4 boofck almost -fill 
of them heienufic Buckle, LycU, Ledty, Lubbock. Taylor, 
Mill, Spencer, Darwin. Among Russian authors were Pisarev* 
Dobrolyubov, Clierrsysbcvaky. Pushkin* Goncharov's ' Frt^js? 
Pu/fdf \ Nekrasov. He stroked them with the fki qF his palm, 
aFectioiiatdy, as though they were kit tern and then he 
growled in a way that was almost touching; 'Good books 1 
Thin tint- U very tare, it was ordered to he burnt by the 
rawer*. If you waul to know* what the State really is then 
read itl* lie handed me Hobbes's LttmTflmn+ 
i Ttdt one*s also about the State, but Wi tinier* more 

cheerful] * 

The cheerful book ltimed out to be MflcbiavdlPs Tl* Pn/ra . 
While we were having tea he briefly m]d me about himsdf, 
He was the son of a blacksmith from Chcmtgnv. When he 
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w-ie* working as a train-greater at Kiev station he became 
friendly with wjmc revolutionaries and organised a workers' 
study group, l ie was arrested and was in prison for two }'cin. 
Afterward* he was called to Yakutsk for ten yean, 

' Ai first I lived with the Yakut*, on a settlement, and T 
thought I wus done for. The winter warn so hellish that .1 
man*t brain float And there was no place for h rains there 
anyway- Then l *aw that there were a few Russians there - 
not many, but Russians ;nLl the samel And so they wouldn't 
get bored the authorities keps sending new ones to )dn them. 
They welt gnsjd people. There was ii student by the name of 
Vladimir Korolenko he’s [uri come back like me. f got on 
well with him and Llicn we drifted apart. We were alike in 
many ways, but friendship doesn't thrive on sinaihritiea. He 
\l ^5 a serious, stubborn man. capable of any work. He could 
even paint ikops T and I didn't like this. They say that now he + i 
writing good ankle* for newspaper?!. 1 

}le talked for a long time, right up to midnight, and he 
obviously wanted 10 be firm friends with me straight away* 
This was the first lime 1 had such a serious friendship with a 
man. After my attempt at suicide, 1 had fallen greatly in my 
own estimation - 1 felt Like n nobudy 1 guilty Ln someone^ 
cye$ > snid I was ashamed to be alive, Romas must have 
understood this and in a simple, humane way opened the 
door of his life to me, and put me nn the right track. 

It was an unforgettable dav. After Mass on Sunday we 
opened the shop and immediately peasants starred gathering 
by the from steps, The Hr?t was Matvey Barinov, a filthy., 
dishevelled nun with the long arms of 3t monkey and with a 
vacant look in his fine womanish eyes, 

* What’s the news from the town?' he asked after greeting 
U 5 , Without waiting for an answer he shouted at the ap¬ 
proaching Kukushkin; p Stepan 1 Your ears Itnvc gobbled up a 
cockerel again T 

And right away he started telling us how die Governor had 
left Kazan for Si Petersburg to see die Tsar and made him 



order all the Tartars, to be- moved to the Caucasus and Turkey 
tan, hie primed the Governor: l A efcvci man, knows Ilia 
job . - / 

You w made it all dp/ ft asms remarked calmly* 

*Mc? Wh ear 

*1 don't know ,, / 

* Really, you ncvrjt believe what people say, Antony eh/ 
Bannov &aid reproachfully, and shook bis head regretfully. 

But I feel sorry tor the Tartars. The Cauemis need* getting 
used toE p 

A small, thto young man came up, [ Tc was wearing a ragged 
coat liiflt had once belonged to someone eke, -Nig grey face 
Wf!,! di-iinrfcd by a nervous dr and had twisted his dark lipi 
into a s-frkly smile, Hi* sharp lelt eye blinked incessantly uqd 
above it tuitebed a grey eyebrow, muulaied with scars, 

‘HtreS to Migun F h Barinov snid mockingly, J \Vlmt did 
you steal last night ? 1 

1 \ our money/ Migun answered in his Porous tenor voice 
aa Lie do tied bis fiat to Roma*. 

Ivankov, our neighbour and the owner dF our but, umf in 
from the yard wearing a jacket, a red kerchief round his 
neck and rubber galoshes. A silver chain m long as horses* 
reins hung over his chest. He weighed up Migun with an 
angry stare and said; * You old devil, If you eh mb into 
my kiTchen garden once more 1*11 beat your legs with a 
stick,' 

Tba.! 1 * how they talk round here/ Migun calmly observed. 
He sighed and added: 'Bur wbafs life without a fight ? J 

Paukov -started swearing nt turn but Migun went on: 
'What do you mean, Vm forty s ix , * / 

"But at Chris urns you were fifty-three/ Barinov exclaimed. 
*Yrm said this yourself. Why do you have to lie?' 

A bearded dignified-looking old man called Suslov* 
joined us d togetlier with Izot the fisherman^ which made ten 

* L .un not =1 remembering peaiana' mimes jnJ 1 have pcobabJy 
mused them up or droned than (Gorky's note), 
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altogether. Khokhol sat tm the steps in front of tie shop 
smoking a pipe and silently listening to the peasants, They 
&Jt down on the erep.H and on little benches on either aide. 
It was a cold, colourful dayn Clouds swiftly sailed ovet the 
blue sky which was frozen by winter* Patches of Light and 
shade seemed to be bathing in rivulets and puddles, at times 
binding the eye with their glare, at others caressing in dick 
velvety softness. Smartly-d Fussed girls glided Like peacock* 
down the street towards die Volga, lifting their skirts as they 
stepped over paddles and receding their shoes which seemed 
to Lie made of cast iron. Street urchin* ran around with 
crudely made fishing rods on their shoulders and reaper tables 
looking peasants went past p looking at the gathering outside 
oar shop mil of the comer of their cyc T silently railing their 
cap* and felt hats. Without tpmrrrllsng p Migun and Kukushkin 
tried to son out that vague question, who could hit harder* 
the merchant or the landed gentlcrnsm ? 

Kukushkin tried to prove that it was the merchant; while 
Migun was on the side of the landed gentleman, and bis 
sonorous little tenor voice gained the upper hand over 
Kukushkin** confused arguments, 

VMc ringetov , i father pulled Mifiolcoa by ihe beard And 
Mr Fingcrov would grab two men by (heir sheepskin collars 
and knock their heads together and that was thatt They would 
lie there motionless.* 

* And so would you/ agreed Kukushkin, but he added % 
'Web, a gentleman earn more rh an a merchant I 1 

The fine-looking old Sualov sat on the top step and com¬ 
plained: 'Peasants are becoming weak. Mikhado Antonov* 
Under geotkiKS you were not allowed to do nothing* 
everyone had some son of job, 1 

'Thera you'd better sign a petition to have serfdom brought 
back/ l*oi retorted. Romas silently glanced at him and 
started knocking lias pipe nut on the railings. 

J waited For him to open hie thoughts to me. And as I 
listened attentively to the peasants’ rfisjointed conversation 
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I tried to imagine exactly what Khftkhol would say, ti 
appealed that he had wasted counties! opportunities of 
joining in, but all he did was keep an indifferent iillcncc, 
■itting there as still as an idol, watching the wind milk ihe 
water in the puddles and drive the clouds into a thick grey 
up* A aieamihip whijtfed on the river and down below I 
could hear the shrill songa or girls, accompanied by an 
SCCOtdloix A drunk strode down the afreet hiccoughing and 
grow Ling, I lc waved his anus about, hi* legs were strangely 
bent, and he kept stumbling into puddle*. The pommil spoke 
even slower, thdr words were tilled with dejection and I too 
felt a gende sadness* since the cold sky threatened rain and T 
retailed the incessant noise of the town with its great variety 
ol sounds, the swift movement of people dong the streets, 
thek lively speech and the many stimulating words they used. 
In the evening, during tea, I asked khokhol when bespoke to 
the peasants. 

"About what?* he replied* 

f Aha. r he added, paying great attention to what I said. 
1 Well r you set* If T bilked to them about such thing* - and in 
the street as well - I would be sent straight off to Live with 
the Yakuts again . 1 

lie aiuifed some tobacco into his pipe, puffed deeply and 
was immediately enveloped in a cloud of situ lice* He calmly 
told me r in a way 1 found difficult to tnrgct, that peasants 
were cautious, distrustful people. 

'The peasant is afraid of himself of bis neighbour -and 
particularly of any fitrunger. It is hardly thirty years since 
they have been given their freedom ind every serf forty 
year? old bom a slave and does not forget it. Freedom in 
something difficult to understand, To pur it simply, freedom 
is Jiving as you like,. Bur the authorities me everywhere and 
stop you living as you like!, The Tsar took the setfo away 
from the Fund lords. therefore the Tsar alone musr he lord 
over all rhe peasant!. And in return rn what I wm wring 
what is freedom t 1 Suddenly the day will come when the Tsar 



wit) announce what it means. A peasant has a deep faith in 
the Tut, the sole Earef of all land and wraith. He took the 
peasant* away from their owners, in the same way he can 
take steamships and shops away from merchants. Peasants 
are for the Tsar, because they understand how bad it i§ to 
have a lot of masters and dial me is better. The peasant es 
only waiting For the day when the Tsar will teach him die 
meaning of his freedom. Then everyone will grab what he 
can. Everyone wants this day to come, and yet everyone is 
afraid, everyone \i living on Eentetbooki lest he missel tltat 
decisive day of redistribution, And he ii afraid of himself. 
He wants a Jut, Lbere's a lot for die taking,, but how to get it? 
They art alt after one and the same thing. Whites mure, 
everywhere there *j so many ofEcials you just can't count them 
and they are hue tile to peasants and to the Tmjr as well* But 
life b iuiposrihk without the aulhocities, without them 
everyone Would light and kill each other/ 

The wind angrily lashed the window*, bearing the full 
flood of spring ruin. A grey mist drifted down the streets 
and deep in my heart 1 tell grey as well, and depressed, A 
calm, soft, thoughtful voice GAidi ‘You must teach n peasant 
to try and gradually wresi the Tsar's power a way from him 
and take it into his own htods. You must tell him that the 
people should have the right to choose their government 
from among themselves - policemen, governors and tsars as 
rail.. / 

"That would take a hundred years/ I said. 

"Dkl you expect iu get li ah dune by Whitsun ?' Kbokbol 
asked seriously, In the evening he went oJf somewhere, and 
at eleven o*Hock I heard. a shut In the street, quite near me. 1 
jumped out into the pouring min and saw Mikhail Antonkh 
going towards the gates - a huge black figure carefully and 
unhurriedly avoiding the btresm* of ■water, 

4 Well, what do you want? / fired ihe shot.' 

'At whom ? 1 

‘Some men with ‘‘tick? attacked me. I told them; "If you 



don't dear off HI fire.” They didn't Ik Ecu. Wdl, 1 fired into 
the bky - you can't hurt chutI s 

He stood in the hall and snorted like a horse as he took off 
hie clothes and ’wrung cliq ’water out of lire beard, 

* Those damned shoes arc no good, E shall have to change 
them. Can you dem a revolver? 1 Mease do it for me, before it 
goes rusty. Smear it with kerosene/ 

Hjb ini pen urbahle calm and the gentle obstinacy in his 
grey eyes delighted me. When wx went inside hr stopped in 
from or the mttrnf to comb his beard and earned me; "You 
must be more earful when you go round the village* especially 
when there's a holiday, or in the evening. Someone might 
beat wu up as well* But don'i take a stick. This only provokes 
anyone wanting m pick a quarrel and might make him think 
you're afraid. But there's nothing m be afraid ufr They're 
cowards themselves . -. - 

T now began to lead a very good life and each day brought 
something new and significant I started hungrily reading 
books on the natural friencef and Romas would instruct me; 
J You must learn J his above everything else, Mahtflmych. The 
bedr thoughts ot mankind arc in science.* 

Three evenings a week L-rot called on me md I taught him 
to tea.d snd write, At first be was distrustful And his attitude 
was gently mocking. Bui after a few lessons he mud amiably; 
'You c*p[ain things very well. You should be a teacher I p 
And he suddenly suggested; 'You seem to be strong, let's 
bare 3 go with the stick/ 

We took one from the kitchen* sat on the floor, pressed the 
soles of our feet against each other's and for a long tune we 
tried to lever each other up from the floor, Khokhol grinned 
and egged us on; 'Wdl, come on then 1 1 

Finally laot succeeded in lifting me up and this seemed to 
make him more favourably disposed towards me. 

"Don 1 ! worry, vou re healthy/ lie satd* trying Eo console me. 
'It's a pity you can't 1ssh + you could have come with me on 
the Volga* lt p s sheer heaven on the fiver at night * + / 
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He was a very eatfiuskitic and fiiirly good pupil and would 
he absolutely amused at his own progress, Sometimes, during 
li le&sofij he would suddenly get up, take a hook from the 
shelf, ti use Mb eyebrows high and read two or three lines 
after a great effort. Hii face would turn red and he would look 
at me and say in an astonished voice: # You sce p I can read, 
ever hear any thing like hi* Then he would dose hk cjfcs 
and repeat some poetry: 

*Just hfce p mother mourning over the grave of her son* 

So walk the sandpiper over the desolate pLiJrl. * / 

‘Read it ? r 

Several times he would a&k cautious ly T almost in a whisper: 
'Tell mc T my friend, how it all comes about* A man looks at 
these commas and hyphen* mod they turn into words and l 
reCogftM them, they're our living words? Ilow do l know 
ihis? N2o one's whispering them into my «r- If tht^e were 
pactum. then 1 could understand. But here il Scents that 
the tfamtghn thcTrmclvet ate printed on the page - how do 
they do it?" 

What could l answer? My *dcsn*t know 1 annoyed him* 

*Tlie work of ,.t magicianf he said sighing, as lie peered 
at the pages and held them up to die light. 

There wot _i pleasing, touching naivety about this man* 
some thing transparent and chi Ed-like. He came to resemble 
more and mote those wonderful peasants whom I had read 
about in books* Lake al] fishermen he was a poet, loved the 
Volga, quiet nights, solitude, die contemplative life. 

He would look up at the aura and ask: "Kliakhol says that 
some sort of people might be living up there* Do you think 
that's true? We could send them a signal and ask what thdr 
lives arc like. Ttn sure they're better and more cheerful than 
oun ,, *' 

In actual fact he was content with his life. He was an 
orphan, a lone wolf and he depended on no one in his quiet, 
beloved fisherman's work. But he was hostile to peasants and 
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warned me: 'Don't you think they're being friendly. They're 
J cunning lot, deceitful, dciiTt Lmsi rhrml One moment 
ibey^E tin jour side and the «eai it's completely different. 
They can only sec what suits fht«* w and think that anything 
for ihe no mmn n guod ii jl kind of forced labour, 4 

And he would talk about the * HksDdsiickcis' with a Itatrcd 
strange foe a man with $uch a genile soul. 

‘Why are they ridiOf than anyone die? Because they are 
ekvetra Now, you scum* if you're dever, remember: 
pens^.nis should live in si herd together, friends, and then 
they an- strong I But now they ate splitting the villages up, 
juair like logs into kindling wood. They are their own enemies, 
a lot of rogues, just see the trouble Kh&khol lias with them!’ 

He was handsome and strung^ and very attractive to 
Women* who seemed to possess him, 

‘Of course, Vm spoiled by them/ he confessed good- 
naturedly, VBui ia '* insuring for the husbands, l would feel 
the same in their place. But you caiTe help feeling sorry for 
women, they're like your second soul. They have no holidays 
get iu> affection, work like horses and that** all. The husbands 
have no time for love, but Vm a free man. Many of these 
wives* in the first ywr of marriage* feel the taste nr their 
husbands' fists. Yet, I’m to blame here, 1 play around with 
them. But there's nelly one thing 1 ask: "Women* don T t get 
angry with one another* I can look after all of you! Don't 
envy one another, you're all alike as far as Fm concerned, I*m 
sorry for you all . . 

He smiled in embarrassment Mid then told me a story: 
'Once t very nearly shined with a real lady, she'd conic from 
the dry to her coins try house. She was a real beauty* while 
milk and her hair waa tike flai. She had littJc blue kind eyci + 

: used to sell her fish ami I couldn't keep my eyes off her. 
She would ask: M Why arc you looking like that?" and 1 
replied: M You know very well.” So she said: “All right then* 
FI! come to your room tonight, so wait for me. 1 ' And she 
kept her word. She turned up. However, she was afraid of 



mosquitoes, they Liked biting iier T jo nothing happened* 
i+ I o^V' she aaM, “they hire terribly a fl And she was near to 
tear*, A day kler her husband tamed up, be was some sort 
of judge. Yes, ill sit's what lathes are like. 1, 

Ik said thh sadly and reproachfully* and added t ’They 
In jmfgmtMs nun their livt*/ 

Izot spoke about Kukushkin in the highest terms: "Yes, 
watch him carefully* he has a good soul. Hc s s not liked, 
though, bul they T ic wrong. He** a chatterer* but everyone'* 
different -, / 

Kukushkin Lind no land and he was married to a drunken 
Furm labourer* a small woman, bul very ugde, strong and 
evil-tempered. He Jet their hut to the blacksmith* while he 
himself lived in the bath-house and worked ("or Pankov. He 
had a pulsion for new& and if there wasn't *ny available he 
would make up different stories himself* They invariably 
followed the samr pattern: VHave you licard, Mlkhailo 
Antonov? The village constable in Tinkov h going tnlO 
a monastery and quitting his job. Says he doesn't want to 
fleece ihc peasant* any m oie. He's had enough! 1 

Kbokhol said seriously: 'If you go on like that you'll be 
losing all your ofticiris.' 

Kukushkin picked bits of hay, straw and chicken feathers 
out of his uncombed blond liiiir and said: *^4lf of them 
wouldn't tun away. But those with a conscience imd it hard 
to carry ouL their duties, I tan sec you don't believe in 
toasdtncc, Antony ch* bur you can't get by without it. no 
matter how dever you and Listen to this as an example < + / 

And he would start telling me a story about some 'very 
dever' woman landowner. 

J Shc was such an evil woman that even, the Governor, in 
spite of liis very important duties, was obliged to come and 
visit her. “My lady," he would say, "be more careful in 
future, just in case* t've heard that rumours about the evil, 
yde things you do have got a* far as St Petersburg. 1 " 

'Of course, she gave him A drink and said: "Go in peace, 



I can T t change my nature E" T Tlirw: years and a month passed, 
and then she suddenly called in all her peasants, ,J Herc is my 
land, take il all and - goodbye. Forgive me, but 1 must go . ( /" J 
Khtikhol prompted him with the words ", -. into a convent./ 
Kukushkin looked sr him attentively and confirmed what 
Khokhol had just Mtid “ - Y«, she became n Mother Superior 1 
Have you heard about her? 1 
"Never/ 

"Then how do you know?* 

"I know ymj 

The dreamer shook Ms head and mumbled; 'Never seen 
inch a distrustful man as you]* 

And Et was always the same: the wicked, evil people in 
his stories got tired of doing evil and would disappear 
Without trace. But more often Kukushkin would pack them 
olT to a monastery, like rubbish to a scrap heap. Quite un¬ 
expected and weird thoughts would come into his head and 
he would suddenly frown and declarer J It was a waste of time 
defeating the Tartars - they’re better than us/ 

But Tartars were not at all topical then - people were 
taJking about organising a fruit-growers 1 cooperative* 

Then Romas would sort telling stories about Siberia, about 
die rich Siberian peasants and fChokhol would mumble 
thoughtfully; 4 If no one firiied for herrings for two or three 
year? they woLdd multiply sn fast and grow so big the sea 
would overflow its shores and everyone would be drowned. 
It’s an amazing breederI s 

All the people In the village thought there was not much to 
Kukushkin, but Ms stories and strange ideas annoyed the 
peasants and made them swear and jeer. But they always 
listened to Mm with great interest, very attentively, as though 
there might bt some truth in his fantasies. He was called 
+ Windbag' by respectable people and only t/antov* who was 
a bit of a show* off, would say seriously: 'There’s something 
mysterious about Stepan/ Kukushkin was a very able worker 
and could tin the job of ,t cooper or a stove builder * knew all 
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about bees, taught fraafint women to breed birds. And he was 
a skilful carpenter* He wu successful hi nil he did* although 
lie worked slowly H reLuetanily, He loved cue a and about ten 
well-fed male mid female member* of the specie? lived with 
him in ihe batb-h-imsc, and he fed them on crow* and Jack¬ 
daw*. In fact* he iaught the cats to eat birds ns part of their 
dirt end in this only increased the villagers* dislike of him, 
11 if cats smothered chickens and hens. The ptttsacu women 
in turn bunted Stepan's cats and beat them mercilessly* One 
couJd often bear the furious women screaming wildly, bus 
this did not worry him. 

1 You fools. Cut* ant hunter* P rbej/n: more cunning than a 
dog* When I s ve taught them in hunt birds we'll breed 
hundreds of cau* Then well sell them and make a profit, you 

foour 

lie could raid and write once but now he had forgotten 
and he had no desire to refresh his memory. Clever by nature,, 
he was quicker than anyone at undeTSiartdifLg the essential 
meaning of KhokhoFs stories. 

J Yes, yea/ he would say, frowning like a child swallowing 
bitter medicine, "that means Ivan the Terrible never harmed 
small nations/ 

Together with hot and Pankov* he would come to visit us 
in tile evenings and they would often sit up until midnight 
lihsentng to Khnkhol’s stories about the creation of the 
world t about life in foreign countries* about revolutionary 
upheavals. He liked the French revolution. 

‘Now* iliat was a real mrning-pomi/ lie said approvingly* 
Two years before, he had left his ga t her* a rich peasant with 
an enormous throat and terrifying bulging eyes. He bad 
married an orphan 'for Jove 1 , a ntcoc of Leaps, and although 
he treated tier strictly, he let her dicsa like the women in the 
tawn* The father cursed him for his obstinacy and whenever 
he went past his sOn*s new but be would spit furiously on it. 
Pankov let the hut to Roms* and builE a shop onto it, against 
the wishes of the rich people in the village. They lifted him 



for h bill lie gave the appearance of being indifferent toward* 
them* In turn* lie spoke tonEemptuouisly about ihtm and 
rudely mocked them when he was In their company. 

He found village life oppressive: p If I knew a trade I would 
live in the town/ 

He was well-built* always immaculately dressed and bore 
liimsell hlte a respectable and very proud citizen. He had a 
cautious, distrustful mind, 

*Did you take on that job because your heart told you, or 
your head?' be would ask Romas, 

" Wellp what d ojqh think?' 

* I don't know. You tell me/ 

'Id your opinion - what's better?' 

*1 don't know. And In jump opinion ?* 

Kbokhol was obstinate and in the end forced the peasant 
to speak his thoughts! 'The best things come from the 
mind, of course I The mind can't live without profit. And 
where then/ii sometMng to be gained T you have something 
that will h&U The bout gives bad advice* If I had followed niy 
heart, ihen there would have biren trouble 1 I would have set 
fire tn [lie priest, to stop him poking his nose in where he 
shouldr/rE* 

The priest, an evil old man, with a Snout like a mole's, had. 
really got Pankov's back up when he interfered in his quarrel 
with his father. At first Pankov was unfriendly towards mCj 
almost hostile. He even shouted ar me as though he were the 
master. But this soon disappeared. NcvEithdess I felt that 
the hidden distrust of me remained. And I too found Pankov 
unpleasant. 

I remember particularly vividly those evenings in that tiny 
dean little room with it$ log walls. The windows were 
firmly shuttered* A lamp burned on the tabic sn the corner 
and in front of St stood a smoothly shaven man with a promi¬ 
nent forehead and a large beard. He was saying: 'The 
meaning of life is that mm should move further and further 
away from beasts/ The three peasants listened to Mm at¬ 
ari 



tentivdy, All of them had fine, dever eyes, tact always mt 
liiorjrtnkssjy, as though he were Irsicning to inmcLhing 
far away, something lie alone coutd hear. 

Kukushkin kept fidgeting ^hour «i$ though mosquitoes 
were biting him, while Pankov kept rugging jus bright 
whisker* ond quietly pondered: 'So people had to be divided 
Into classes aft er nil/ 

I wra very pleased thar Pankov never spoke rudely In 
Kukushkin, who laboured on his farm, and he always 
listened very attentively to the amusing fantasies of this 
dreamer. 

The conversation would Come to an end and l would 
retire to my attic and sit there by the open w indow looking he 
the sleeping village and the fields, where an indestructible 
silence rdgned. The night mist was permeated with the 
light of the stars: the nearer they were to the earth the 
further away from tne they set mud. The utter silence would 
make my heart sink and my thoughts would flow our into 
the limitless space where I could sec thousands of village* 
which, like mine* huddled dose to the fkt earth in complete 
silence. 

Nothing moved, all was silent. I felt that 1 was being 
embraced by ik 1 warmth of that misty emptiness and it 
seemed eo cling to my heart tike thousands of invisible 
leeches* Gradually 1 begtin to fed weak from sleepiness and 
I was disturbed by a vague uneasiness for which I could 
find no explanation* I was so small and iiiBignificant tn this 
world_ 

And before me village life loomed up in all its joyle&ncia. 
Time and again I had heard and tead that people in the 
country Jived more healthy, sincere live* than those in town** 
But all J could Kt were peasants; engaged in an incessant toil 
which was almost prison-like* Among them were many sick 
people, broken by hard work, and there were hardly any 
cheerful ones. Am^ns and workers in the city* who worked 
[ust as hard, lived a gayer life and did not complain in such a 
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tiresome anti tedious way sin those miserable people. A 
peasant** life did not appeal simple to me and ii required the 
cure for (he soil and a high degree of iubile cunning in 
relationships with others* There was nothing warm about 
this poor life* devoid of all thought, and I could see that all 
the people in the village lived a groping kind of existence* as 
though they were blind, and that they were all afraid of 
something, and did not trust each other; and they aJI had 
something of the wolf in them. 

I found it difficult to understand why they persisted In their 
hatred of Khokhol* Pankov and all of "us* who wanted to 
lead a rca-Sonablt life. I could dearly acre the advantages of 
living in the city* with Sbs thirst for huppmeag, m bold 
curiosity of mind, the great variety of its aims and tasks. And 
always* on such night* as theme* I remembered rwo city 
dwellers and thdr phnp jfgn; 'f r . Kalugin and Z. Ncbei, 
WatchEiiakenfin We also repair dilfcrcns kinds of apparatus* 
surgied kutrucneati, sewing machines and musical hoses of 
any make, etc. 1 

This fiign was placed over a narrow' doorway In a little 
shop. On both sides of the door there were diiaty windows 
and V. Kalugin would be sit ting at one of ihem r He had a 
bump on his bdd n yellow skull und ■wore a magnifying glass 
in one eye. He was thick-set, round-faced, ond he hardly ever 
stepped smiling ait he probed at the works of ft watch with a 
pair of fine tweezers or sang some song with his round 
mouth wide open, partly hidden under hii grey bristling 
moustache. Z* Nebei s»e at the other window. He had curly 
hair, was swarthy looking, with a large crooked nose, eyes 
as kirge plums and a little pointed heard. He was dun and 
withered p which made him took like a devEL Like Kalugin- 
be was always taking something ro pieces And repairing some 
5 mall object, From time to time he would unespectedly 
shout in hh deep voice % 'Tift — ra Tam, turn I + 

Behind them was a chaotic pile of hose*, machines* wheels 
of some sojt> rruidcal bases and globes. The shelves were 
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filed with meted objects oF atl kinds, and the pendulums of 
numerous clonks, swung la and Fro on the walk* I could 
have stayed there ihe whnte da y looking At these men workings 
hut my long bt>dy shut out the Ught K which made thcm stare 
at me with terrifying faces* waving their arena for me to 
dear off, As I left T thought enviously: What happiness* to 
be able to do firry/king I 

1 respected these men and believed that they knew ail the 
secrets of every machine and instrument, sand that they could 
repair anything in die world. They were rtsiJ people! But l 
did not like the country and I could not understand the 
peasants. The women, in pameukf, were always complidnsng 
of illnizhk and they always had * rumbling in the haert\ 
‘heaviness in the chest*, b gripe In the bdty p and they would 
speak about these symptoms more eagerly than anything 
else as they sat in thdr liuts, at on the banks of the Volga 
during holidays. 

They were all terribly irritable and swore violently at 
each other, lust because of a broken earthenware pot* worth 
about twelve kopecks, three families fought with stickt, an 
old woman's arm got broken and a young boy bad Ms skull 
cracked . . . Quarrels like these happened every week. 

The boys treated the girls with a blatant: cynicism and 
played all kinds of duty tricks on them. They would catch 
diem out in the fields, lift thdr skim up and lie the hemt 
tight with a piece of bant right up over thdr hcadB. This was 
known u burning a girl into a flower' and the girls, naked 
below the waist, would scream and swear, but apparently 
they found this sport pleasant and imbed their skirts afrer- 
wsirrifl, noticeably slower than they could have. During the 
late Mnss die boy? would pinch thdr bottoms and it seemed 
that this was their sole reason for going to church. On 
Sundays the prim would say from his pulpit: * Cattle 1 Can p t 
you find another place for your disgraceful carrying-on?' 

“Now the Ukrainians, for example, arc more poetical in 
their religion/ Romas would say, *but here T under the pretext 
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of fajch in God, nil I sec is the crudest ins duels of feir and 
greed. The people here do not possess a sincere love nf God, 
or take arty delight in his beauty and strength, Perhaps rbat'a 
a good thing: in this way they will free themedves more 
easily from religion. Irt a moat harmful prejudice* I'm telling 
youl’ 

The village boys were boastful, hut they were cowards. 
Three times already they liad kin in wail and tried to beat me 
up in the street ai night, hut ihey did not succeed and all 
I once gor was a hang fin the kg with a stick. Of course, I did 
not talk in Ronmt about these skirmishes, but when he 
noticed that l was limping he guessed what had happened. 

VHm, so you got a present after ail! Dido 1 ! I tdl you?* 

Although he advised me not to go walking at night. I used 
to go down to the banks of the Volga, over kitchen gardens, 
and sir there under the willow*, peering across the river 
through the transparent veil of the night, towards the 
meadow*. Hie Volga flowed with a slow majesty and it $ 
waters were richly gilded by the rays of an invisible sun. 
reflected from a dead moon, 

J do not like the moon, there h something sinister about it, 
It makes me feel sad, and Sib me with a desire to bou?J 
mournfully Eifce a dog. I wstf very pleased when I discovered 
that it did not shine with its own light* that it was dead, and 
that there could be no life on it. Before* I had imagined it 
inhabi ted by bronze people* shaped like triatsglea, who moved 
with legs like pairs of compssscs, clanging away like Lenten 
beds. Everything on the moon was made of bronze, the 
vegetation* animals - everything made an incessant muJTkd, 
jangling noise that spelled hostility towards the earth, and 
told of some evil plot that was being hatched. It was pleasant 
m discover that it was merely one descried spot in the 
hnavens. All the Mm?, 1 wanted a great meteor to fall on the 
moot| with such force it would burst into flames and spread a 
new tight of its own all over the earth. As l watched the slow 
current of the Volga rock that velvet patch of moonlight* a 
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exirrcnl ihat was hom somewhere Jar away ip the dark new 
and which disappeared in lha black shadow# of the hilly 
bank, I felt that my mind was becoming nmre daring and 
perceptive. Without any elTort at nil I thought of something 
ilj.it just could not be expreMed in words, something that had 
nothing to do with all the rvmti of the day. The majestic 
motion of that watery mass was almost Boundless,. 

Along ihe dark wide waterway a steamboat glided [ike a 
monstrop* bird With fiery feathers and ft left soft sounds in 
its wake like the bearing of heavy wings. /\ tiny light floated 
near the meadow bank ftfid it out si sharp red ray over the 
water - this was a fisherman spearing fish by torchlight. 
If was easy to imagine that one of heaven’s stars had fallen 
into the river and was floating in the water like a fiery flower* 

All tliat I had read in books grew into strange fantasies and 
my imagination perpetually wove pictures of incomparable 
beauty - I seemed 10 be drifting in the soft night air down the 
river, Ltot would find me then* and at night he tanked even 
bigger and more pleasant* 

1 You here again?* he would 3* k, sw he sat he Hide me. For 
a long time he would not say a word and he gazed at the 
river and sky in deep silence, stroking the fine silk of ills 
golden beard. Then he would start day-dreaming again: 

' Tin going to study and Icncn to read lots of books. Then VU 
go down to the river and understand everything! I'll teach 
other peoplet Yes. It"s a good thing shoeing your soul with 
another man. Even women a few of them will understand if 
you speak to them from your heart* Not so long agn a woman 
was aitting in my boat and she naked; “Whai will happen 
to us when we tile? I don ? i believe in hell, or in heaven." 
How do you lake that my friend? They're also -, / Unable to 
find the right word he fell silent and finally added: 'Living 
souls/ hrrn was a man of the night. He- had a keen feeling for 
beauty and described sr very well in the soft words of a 
dreaming child. He had a fearless belief in God, although he 
followed the orthodox teachings of the church, and lie 



pictured Gud a* a large, handsome old mnn t the kindly, 
clever master of the universe who could not conquer evil 
only been use: *He cannot be every where at once, too many 
men have been bom for that. But lie irv7/ succeed, you see. 
But l can*t understand Christ at jlIS[ Me serves no purpose as 
far is I'm concerned. There Is God and that's enough. But 
now there's another f The son, they asy, So what If he's 
God's son. God isn't dead, not that 1 know of.* 

Bui most often I 701 would sit silently thinking about 
something and only now and again *aid with a nigh; 'Yes* 
that's how things are. 1 
r Wb*t?' 

'Oh, I was just miking to myself . 1 

And once again he would sigh as he peered into the murky 
distance. 

*This life is a good thing!' 

I would agre-e: 'Yes, very good I p 

The velvet strip of dark water Bowed powerfuUj 1 past and 
the silvery regions of the Milky Way arched over it. Huge 
stars shone like golden larks and one*s heart softly sang 
out hs foolish thoughts about the mysteries of life. High 
over the meadow? the sun's rays broke through the reddish 
clouds and suddenly It spread Its peacock's tail over the sky. 

1 Whitt a wonderful thing - the sun I" irot muttered with a 
happy smile. The apple trees were in blossom and the village 
was buried In pinkish snowdrifts jnd filled with a hitter 
smell which spread everywhere, drowning die smells of 
tar and dung. 

Hundreds of flowering trees, festively dressed in a pinkish 
satin of petals, stretched in even rows away from the village, 
10 m the fields* On moonlit nights, when there was ti slight 
breeze, the fiowtn trembled like moths, made a barely 
audible rustling Tiound and it seemed that the village was 
being submerged in heavy golden-blue waves. Nightingales 
sang passionately arid incessantly, while starlings sang rlidr 
fervent. umiiHaing songs by day and invisible skylarks poured 
their sweet unending song onto the earth, 
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During the evenings, when there was a holiday, young 
girls and married women walked down the street singing 
songs with their mouth* wide open like Hedgling* and they 
snailcd languidly and dfunkcFily, hot smiled m well, just as 
i Hough he were drunk. He looked thinner, his eyes had 
Hunk into tiaik pits* his face was even sterner* more hand- 
Slime and saintly. He would sleep all day long, appearing 
in the j*Ea:eu only lqwards evening* looking worried and 
pensive, Kukushkin mocked him crudely, hut affectiiailaldy* 
while hot grinned in embarrassment and saiiT “Be tjuset* 
What can you do ? 1 And be cacLdmcd rapturously; “Oh, life 
ift so sweet) Hiiw loving life can hc> what words (here are 
for siHitkksg the hen rl l You'll never forget 50me of them 
until your dying day. And when you*rc resurrected they*!! 
be the first thing you remember 1 ' 

"Watch out, the hue bands will heat you up one of these 
days/ Kbokhol tenderly -warned him, 

"And ihcy*d have good reaian/ agreed I act. 

Almostevtry night unc cukiM hear the high-pitched, moving 
voice of Mlgtin, which mingled with the sounds of the 
nightingale 2nd poured out over the gardens, the fields and 
the river bank. -Migun tang fine songs marvellously wdl, 
and even the peasants forgave him many crimes because 
of them. On Saturday evenings more and more people would 
gather in our shop. Inevitably old SubIov, Barinov, Krotov 
1lit blacksmith and Mlguei. They would sit and have serious 
discussions* Then same would leave, to be replaced by others, 
(uid iM* Went on almost uniil midnight 

Sometimes a drunk would stirt a brawl, most ofttft thlj 
was an ns-soldicr called Kostin* a one-eyed man with two 
fingers missing on his left hand. He would roil up his sleeves, 
wave his arms wildly and stride up to the shop like a fighting 
c^ick, hoarsely bellowing as hard as he could: "Khokhol, 
they're a wicked nation, the Turks with their faith! Why don't 
you go to church p eh? You're 3 Heretic and a trouble maker. 
Tdl me* what kind of r man art you? 1 
Then they would :dl start teasing him. 
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'Mishka, why did you sdtool your fingers off? Frightened 
of the Turks ? r 

He would square up fat a fight, but the men would catch 
hold of him and laugh and shout as they pushed him into 
the gully. He would roll head over heels down the slope, 
screeching unbearably: 'Help, thcyVe killed me I *, / 

Then, cowered in dust T he would dirnb out and k link hoi 

for money for a glass of Yudkd: H 
1 Why did you do Lhat ?' he askedr 

"Just to amuic mmelves, 1 Kottlft would answer. The 
peisiims all laughed together. 

One morning, during a holiday, when the cook had lit 
the firewood in the stove and had gone outside and while I 
was in the shop, I suddenly heard a very loud sigh from the 
kitchen. The whole shop shook, tins of amuneds came 
clattering down from ihek shelves, broken window panes 
tinkled and there was, n drumming notac nn the floor, J 
rushed into the kitchen. Clouds of smoke came pouring out 
into the li ving goont and through them I could hear some¬ 
thing hissing and crackling. Khokhol seized me by the 
shoulder and said: "Don't move/ 

1 could bear the cook bowling outside in the hah. 

'Oh* you stupid woman! 1 Khokhol abouted. 

Romas dished into the ddud of smoke and made a rattling 
sound with something. He swore loudly and shouted: 'Stop 
your howling* Get some water P 

Lop l&y smoking on the floor, kindling WOOd burned and 
bricks were scattered here and there. The black mouth of the 
stove was empty, as though it had just been swept out. 1 
groped around in the Etnokc for a bucket of water, poured 
it over the fire and starred piling the logs back into the 
stove. < Careful I' Khokhol said as he Led the cook by the 
hand. He pushed her into the living room and ordered: 
'Lock the shop. Be carcfui now, Maksimych, it might blow¬ 
up again * # / 

And he squatted on the floor arid begun examining the 
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round ft re tqga, Then he started pulling out the logs l had 
ju*t pint into the stove. 

‘What arc you doing?' I asked. 

'just look at thiftt 1 

He held oat a strangely mutilated Ing and I could see 
that it hud been hollowed out with a drill and that it had a 
particular!) 1 sooty look. 

fc Do you flee? Those devils plugged them with gunpowder. 
Idiots! Now, wlutt can you do with a pound of gunpowder?' 

He put the log to one itde and ns he washed tils hands he 
said: 'A good thing Aksinya went out, or she might have got 
hurt/ 

The acrid smoke cleared away and I could see that die 
crockery on the shelves was smashed, all the window panes 
had been blown out and several bricks had been Enrn out cif 
the mouth of the stove* 

Khokbol's cfl linn ms at this time did not please me - he 
behaved as though that stupid trick did not worry him in 
the lt±ns!. Village boys no up and down the street and voices 
rang out: s Tberc T s a fire at Khokhol's, wcTc burning t* 

A woman moaned and wailed and Aksinya shouted 
anxiously From rite kitchen: 'They're breaking Into the shop, 

Mifchai I 0 A i rtonydi l % 

4 Be quiet/ he said, afi he dried his wet beard on a towd. 
Hairy faces, distorted by fear and anger, peered through the 
ripen window, eyes screwed up from die biting smoke, and 
Someone shouted in a shrill, excited voire- 'They should 
he driven out of the village I There's no just end to their 
mischief I What's going on? 1 

A small, red-haired peasant crossed himself and twitched 
his lips e* he tried to climb through the window, but he 
did not succeed. He was holding an axe In hat right land 
mid his left hand slipped every time be convulsively clutched 
at the u'lndow-sitL 

Roma*, who was holding a log p asked: H Where do you 
think you're going ? 1 



*To put the lire out ! 1 
‘But it's gone out 1 . 

Thc peasant gaped Id fright and disappeared. RoniiU went 
out to the steps at the front of the shop, held the lag up and 
said ro the croud of people there: *Onc of you stuffed this 
log wish gunpowder and put It in with our firewood. But 
luckily there wasn't enough powder to do much damage/ 

I stood behind Khokhol + looked at the crowd and heard 
ibe peasant with the axe say iri a frightened voice: 1 |un Jmjfc 
at him waving that log at me/ 

Kostin the soldier, who was already drunk, shouted: *Gec 
that lunatic out of here a # . arrest him - . / 

Bui nu'jsE of the people &ud nothing a$ they stated at 
Rnmas and listened suspiciously to what he had nr say: 
1 You need a fat nf gunpowder 10 blow* up a hut, yes* about 
thirty-six pounds! Come on now, clear raff, . / 

Someone asked: * Where's the heid nf the village?* 1 
*Gct a policeman I T 

The people dispersed slowly, reluctantly, as though they 
were sorry about something. 

We sar down co tea, Aksinya poured h out and I had never 
seen her looking so pleasant and kind: J You never complain 
about them, $n they start playing tricks/ 

*Docsn*t it make you angry ?* 1 asked. 

^Thcre/s no time to get angry over every ampid thing that 
happens. 1 

1 thought to myself: If only every Otic were calm as her! 

Khokhol had already announced that he was going to 
Kisan soon and he asked what books be could bring me back. 
At limes I though that instead of a soul this man had some 
sort of clockwork meebaniBm which had been wound up and 
see to nan without stopping, all his life. 

I loved Khokhol arid deeply Expected him, but 1 wanted 
him to get angry with me or someone else, to shout or 
stamp his feet, if only fusr once. However* either he was 
Incapable of getting angry or he did not w ant £t> h When he 



w;ih annoyed by some stupid behaviour or vile triefe all be 
did was screw up his eyes sarcasticUJy and say something that 
vi iis invariably simple, and laconic, in brief, cold wards r 

J-LPt cample, bt once asked SuhIov:: 'Why do you ahvayf 
ia against your eonidenee. old man?" 

The old man"? tallow checks and forehead slowly went 
purple and it seemed that even hla white beard bad turned 
red, right down to the mats* 

* Well* n dtwsjisw no good, and you'O tose people 1 ! respect/ 

$uAlnv lowered his head and agreedi “That 7 * right, PO 

good ] 1 

Then be said to luol: 4 He's <i spirinui] leader. Men like him 
■should be put ip charge,* 

In a few words Knmas sensibly instructed me iW to how I 
should behave while he w:a k gone and it struck me that he had 
already forgotten the explosion they had tried to frighten him 
with, just as though it wm nothing mote terrible than being 
bitten by a fly. 

Pankov arrived, inspected the stove and asked gloomily * 
* Were n't you scared?* 

H What of? 1 

'It's wart* 

“Sst down and hiive some tea* ' 

* The wife’s expecting me. * 

'Where have you been?* 

Tithing, With toot/ 

He went into the kitchen and repeated, T It"s war\ in the 
same pensive voice. He wai very sparing in his wends when 
he spoke to Khnkhol, just as though he bad long since talked 
over with him everything that was important and complicated. 
I remember Izot saving when I heard the history of die reigo 
of Ivan the Terrible in Romas' version: *A bvrMg Tsar." 

1 A butcher,’ Kukushkin added, while Pankov announced 
in a determined voice: 1 1 Can't see that there was anything par- 
ricuhirly clever about tei WcO n what if he did kill off pfincea 
and pul a whole swarm of p mf little noblemen in their 
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place? Whztf^ more, he brought some into the country from 
abroad, Xnthing clever about that* A small lajidow Eier ifl 
worse then a big one. A fly if no woJF. you am T t kill it with a 
rille, but it will cause you more trouble^ 

Kukushkin appeal red with a bucket of wet clay ansi said as 
he plastered the bricks bads onto the stove: ‘Look what they 
thought up, the devils t They canY get rid of their own lice, 
but wben it enmes to tormenting men .,. You, Antony ch, 
doo N t tarry too much stock it once, buLter a little and more 
oftenp otherwise they'll burn ihe whole plane down. You’ll 
Only have trouble, now you Ye gel ring that thing fbcpd up.* 

p That thing 1 which the rich men in the village did not like 
wus the markcL gardeners 1 c^ipcrativc* Khoklio! had already 
ueaiiy succeeded in setting it up with the help of Pankov* 
Susie v and two nr three other sensible peasants. Most of the 
householders had grown more favourably inclined towards 
Romas and the number of customers in the shop had increased 
significantly, Even good-for-notliing peasants such as Harinov 
or MEgun tried to help KhokbolY scheme in every way they 
could. 

I liked Migun very much and loved his fine* sad songs. 
When be Sang he would dose his eyes* and his suffering face 
would 5 top twitching. He cime alive on dark nights, when 
there was no moon or when the sky was coveted with a thick 
pall of cloud. He used to call out to me softly when evening 
came; Tome down to the Volga. 1 

There 3 le would prepare his illegal tackle for sterlets, sit¬ 
ting at the stem of hk little boat w r ith his crooked, dark legs 
dangling in the water. He would whisper: + Whcn genikmcn 
make fun r>f m= B Jill right, I can stand it, to bell with them. 
They know something 1 dorTt. But when tny own brother, a 
peasant, cramps my style, how am I expected to take It? 
Whats the difference between us? lie: counts Ins money m 
roubles, while l count it in kopecks, that's all. 1 MtguiYs face 
twitched in pain. his eyebrow jerked, his fingers moved 
quickly as he sharpened the fish hooks on a file and hit soulful 
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voice range out softly: "They think I'm a thief. That's true — 
guilty I Bui doesn’t everyone live by stealing? Doesn't every¬ 
one suek and nibble away ai another ? Yes, God du^n’i love 
iib and the devil has fun ! 1 

The dark river flowed |>ast us and black doud* moved 
above it. It was too dark Em fiee the meadow hanks, and the 
waves beat rautioiiily against the sand washed over my 
feet, as though they were trying to carry me off into the limit¬ 
less darkness that wm swimming away somewhere . , , 

'la life necessary'?’ Migun asked with a sigh. 

High up on a HU a dog barked mournfully. I asked myself, 
as chough in a dream,. 1 And why do you have to live the way 
yOli do?' 

It w:ls very quiet on the river, completely dark and very 
frightening. And there wa§ no end to that warm darkness, 

’They’ll kill Kbokboi And you as well,’ Migun muttered. 
Then he suddenly started singing softly: 

'My mother loved me . *. 

And tised to say 

14 Oh Yfuslui, my Jtami one. 

Live 0 qui« Ufe - t 

He would close h h cycs a bii voice became stronger anti sad¬ 
der, and his Ungers moved more slowly as be sorted out the 
twine in Ills tackle. 

*t didn't listen tu my rno-cber k 
No p I didn't listen . . ." 

I had a strange smsanon, as £ hough the earl h had been washed 
away by the heavy movement of that dark liquid mass and 
was falling into it* while I myself was falling down, slipping 
from the earth into the darkness where the sun hid plunged 
for ever. 

Migun stopped singing jusrt as suddenly as he bad started 
and he silently pulled the boat into the water, sat in it and 
disappeared Into the darkness with hardly a sound. I watched 
him go and thought: Why do such people live? 

Another friend of mine was Barinov, a I %zy t slovenly man. 



£ braggart p slanderer and restless wanderer. He had lived in 
Moscow and vnuld spe.ik with disgust about in r A hellish 
cityl Complete chaos. Ouifches - fourteen thousand and six 
of them, and all the people are swindles. And fhcyVc got the 
mitnge like horses* 1 swear it! Merchants* householders - all 
of them go around scratching themselves. Yes, the Tsar can¬ 
non is there* an enormous gun. Peter the Great mat i«r tiimndf 
Id lire at rebels. One noble woman stirred up a revolt against 
him - put out of love. He Imd lived with her for seven years* 
day in t day out, then lie left her with three children. So she 
got angry and that's why she started a rebellion 1 Yes* my 
friend* he made a loud hang with die cannon and laid nine 
liiDLisand three hundred and eight Hat just with one shotl 
Even hi was frightened. "No, 51 * he said ro Metropolitan 
Fldhret, 41 that deviPs own thing must be sealed up* against 
temptation I M And &n they sealed it . . J 
I told him that this was a lot of rubbish and this made him 
angry; 'Gtiod GodS What a maty character you've got I A 
very learned man told me this story, in detail, yet you . * J 
He went on about how he had visited the saints in Kiev and 
told met * Tills city, like our village* stands on it hill* but I for¬ 
get the name of the river. Just a puddle compared with the 
Volga! A complete mess of a town, to lie honest, AII the 
Streets arc crooked and all of them go uphill. The people arc 
OkmJniairu p nnt the same blnod m Mikhailo Antony dr, hcl 
half Prsliah, half Tartar* They don't talk* but gabble away. 
They dorTc comb thdr hair and they Yc dirty. They cat Frogs 
that weigh ten pounds each there and ride their oxen and 
even u&e them for ploughing. These oxen are remarkable, even 
the smallest is still four times bigger than oud L They weigh 
three thousand pounds each. There's fifty-seven thousand 
monks there and two hundred ami seTOJty-thrtt bishops. 
Well, you're a strange one, how can you argue with this ? TVc 
teen it all with my own eyes. Bur were jmw ever there t' No, 
you weren’t. Wd] thcnl My dear friend* I love accuracy above 
all . * * 



He loved figures and I might him bow to add and mul¬ 
tiply, bur he could not: stand division. He would cmhuaiastJo 
ally multiply compound figure* and valiantly make one mis¬ 
take after the other: then he would write out a long row of 
figures with his stick in the sand, look at them as though 
thunderstruck, goggling his child-like cyes s and exclaim:: 1 No 
one could even pronounce a thing like tbaiE' 

He was an ungainly man, diihcvdltd, with ragged clothes 
and hi* face, which was almost handsome,, was framed by a 
curly, gay-looking heard. His eyes were light blue and shone 
with a child-like smile. He and Kukushkin had something in 
common and itm must have been the reason for their avoiding 
each other, 

Barinov had gone fashing twice m the Caspian Sea and he 
would start tailing m deliriously: 'The sea F my friend, is 
different from anything else. You’re only a midge compared 
with Stl If you look at it* you arc nothing I Life h iwett down 
by the se^v all kinds of people go there, even afthimAudriie*! 
ycij, T knew one who worked there like the rcsi of us I Then 
there was a cook who wu die mis tress of a public prosecutor- 
what more could anyone want? However, she prned for the 
sea and told lum T "I like you very much, my prosecutor, but 
goodbye all die Earner 1 That’s because anyone who's seen the 
sea can*t resist going back. There’s such wide open spaces, 
it's tike in the sky, no crowds. Tm going back - to stay. I 
don’t like people, ihafs. my trouble. I’d like- to live tike a her¬ 
mit, in a hermitage somewhere. But I dorft know any decent 
ones , . 

Jle hung around the vilkge like a stray dog, despised, hut 
people listened to his stories with die same pleasure they 
derived from MJgun a s songs. ‘He’* an artful liar. Very enter¬ 
taining! 1 they would say. 

At rimes bis fantasies disturbed the minds even of such 
down-to-earth people as Pankov, Un one occasion that 
distrustful mjin fold Khokhol: * Barinov claims that hooka 
do not tell the whole truth about Ivan the Terrible. There's A 



Jot that's covered up. It seems lie could change his form, and 
he turned into an eagle, and thal/s why from that time on¬ 
wards they stumped eagles on cobs* in his honour/ 

I nocked (and how many timesL) that anything that m 
unusual, fap tfisiic , often obviously clumsily concocted,,pleased 
the people much more than serious stories about the real 
froth* But when I laid Khokhol about this he grinned and 
said: x But that will pass* the main thing h for people id kanj 
how to think for themselves- - then they might get rear the 
truth. But you must ity and understand eccentric* like Barinov 
and Kukushkin, They are arris er, you know, authors. Christ 
must have been aq eccentric, just like them. But you must 
agree that what kt thought up wasn't so bad/ 

1 was amazed that all these people spoke so rarely and reluc¬ 
tantly about God. Only old Suslov would remark with firm 
conviction] ( Everything comes from GodP Always 1 sensed 
something hopeless in these w r ords r 1 gnt on vrry well with 
tiicst men and learned a lot from rhrm during our imama] 
discussions. It seemed that each question Romas asked had 
planted ils twits* like a mighiy tree* into the very lle*h of life 
and there, in Sts very heart, those roots wouid intertwine with 
roots from another equally ancient tree and on each branch 
thoughts would brightly blossom and the leaves of sonorous 
words richly unfurl tbcmaclvcs, I fdt 1 wu mu king great 
Stride* forward as \ drank my Fill nf the stimulating honey of 
books, and I Itegan to speak with more Confidence. KhokhoJ 
grinned more than once and praised me: 'You're doing very 
wdlp Mafcsimych t 1 

How grateful I was to him for these words! 

Sometimes Pankov would being his wife along, She was n 
small woman with a gentle face and clever blue eyes. She used 
to dress in rhe ‘town style' and sit quietly in one corner with 
her lips modestly pursed. But after a few moments her lips 
would open wide in surprise and her eyes dilate with fright. 
Sometimes* w r hen she heard some pointed remark,, she would 
laugh In embarrassment and cover her Joce with her hands. 



Pankov would wink at RnmaJi and $ay; + Sht understands ]* 
Cautious-looking people would conic and vurir Khokhol am! 
he would take ihcin up to my attic and sit there for hunts, 

Aksinya would take them food and drink and they would 
sleep there, unseen by anyone except the cook* who looked 
upon Romas with a dog-like devotion, almost idolizing him- 
At night-time hoi arid Pankov would row these visitors in a 
small boat up in * passing steamboat or to rhe quay at Loby- 
shfci. I would look down from the hill and watch the lentil- 
shaped boat flirting over the black river - now and again 
turned to silver by the moon - with its Lamp swinging above 
to catch the steamboat captain's eye. 1 would look on, and fed 
that I was taking part in something great and mysterious, 

Mftjya Cerenkova would come down from rhe city bur I no 
longer found anything embarrassing in the way she looked at 
me* Her eyes were like those of a girl happy in the conscious¬ 
ness of her own good looks and who was glad that a large, 
bearded man was courting her* He tulked to her just a § calmly 
and rather sarcastically as he did with everyone* only he 
stroked his beard more often and his eye* took on a warmer 
look. 

Dercnkatfa j thin little voice had a cheerful ring. She was 
dressed in a light blue frock with a pale blue ribbon In her 
hair. Her childish hands were (strangely restless,, as though 
searching for something to hold on to. She hummed some 
tune incessantly without opening her mouth as she fanned 
her rosy, languid face with a little lumdkerchicf. There was 
something in her now that made me uneasy again, something 
hostile and angry. 1 tried to See m little ofher as 1 could. 

In the middle of July IxOt disappeared- People said that he 
had drowned and two days Inter this wan confirmed - about 
Four miles downstream his boat - with Sts bottom smashed in 
and i u side broken - was found washed up oo the meadow 
bank* The explanation was thought to be that Izot had fallen 
asleep and bis boat had col Laded with a group of three barges 
anchored three miles downstream from the village. 



Romas \vii> away in Kigali when \h\$ happened, Eji the even¬ 
ing Kukushkin came to the step, gloomily sat down on some 
aarks, did not say one word, and then surveyed his Feet, Lie tils 
pipe and asked: A When's Khokhol coming back?' 

5 1 don't know/ 

He srarted rubbing hia bruised face very bard wadi hia palm 
and swore obscenely in a soft voice, snarling ua though he 
were choking on a bone, 

f Wbatf# the matter?* I asked. 

He looked at me and bit hi* tips, His eyes turned red. Iiii 
jaws trembled. When I saw that be was unnhic to speak I 
expected to hear something very sad mnd I felt deeply illumed* 

finally he looked out into the street and after much diffi¬ 
culty managed ro stammer: ‘I was oui with Mi gun, We 
looked ar foot's boat* the bottom was backed through with 
an ase - understand? That means he was murdered! That^s 
for snreT 

He shook bis head and produced one obscenity after the 
other, punctuated by hollow -sounding but passionate sobs. 
Then he fell silent and started creasing himself. It was un¬ 
bearable watching that man who wanted to cry but who was 
unable to. He was trembling all Over and choking with anger 
Mid grief* 

The nest day gome boys who were swimming In the river 
found foot underneath a large wrecked barge lyEng grounded 
upstream from the village. Half of him was on the pebbles, the 
other in the water. Under die arem, caught on a piece rf the 
afivuhcd rudder, loot's long body lay stretched out, facedown- 
wards. die skull crushed and empty, the wager had washed die 
brains from it. Someone had struck foot from behind on the 
brick of hss skull and one cou ld §£c where it had been split open 
by an axe. The current swayed his body, moving has legs and 
arms towards the hank, so Lt seemed that he was making a 
strong effort to ebrnber out onto the shore.. About twenty 
miserable faced N wealthy iKasttnts gathered in a group on the 
river bank - the poor peasant a- had not jet returned from the 



fields The village elder, 3 cowardly thieving man, stood there 
waving his Maff h SniiBng and wiping hi& nose on hh pink 
shirt-sleeve. 

Kuzmin* a thkfe-sct shopkeeper,, stood there with his kgs 
wide apart and Ids belly sticking out. He looked at me and 
Kukushkin in turn and frowned threateningly but hijcolour- 
Tl-^ 3 eyes were full of tears and his pock-marked face was 
pathetic* "What a lousy thing to happen!* the village cider 
mcMntd and danced up and down with his crooked legs, 

K £ >h, it's very had/ Bis plump daughter-in-law sat on ;t 
itntic* peered blankly into the water, and crossed herself with 
trembling fingers Her lips twitched and the lower lip, which 
W 9 1 thick and red, and hung \\iu like a dog\ revealed her 
yellow* sheep like teeth. 

Girls iuid young boys came rushing down the hillside* mak¬ 
ing bright splashes of colonr P and dait-covered peassnts hur¬ 
ried in from die field. The crowd made a soft buzzing sound, 

' He was always picking a quired/ 

- Who? # 

*Thal Kukushkin - he's a Uoublc-niakcr/ 

“They killed a man for no reason at ali.' 

'liot never harmed anyone! 11 

‘Never harmed anyone? 1 Kukushkin yelled and lumed Ort 
the crowd, 

‘Then why did you have to kilt him* eh, you stum! Eh ? 1 

Some peasant woman broke into hysterical In ugh ter and 
this seemed to lash the crowd like a whip. The peasants turned 
on each other* bawling* roaring and cursing. Kukushkin 
leaped up to the shopkeeper, swung his arm and hit him on 
his rough cheek with the palm of his hand. 

'Take that, you animal t" 

By (winging Ids fists he soon battled has way through the 
br&wlmg crowd. Then he shouted to me almost cheerfully; 
“Get out of here* there's going to be n fight!* 

Someone had already hit him and he spat blood from his 
broken lip. However his face glowed with satisfaction* “Did 
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yng see how I b,vs bed Kuzmin ?" Barinov came running up, 
took a frightened look at the crowd which was packed dost: 
together near llie barge* and above all the noise l could hear 
the elder's thin voice5 ‘No, you prove it, if ] T ve shown £11 vour 
to anyone. Prove it/ 

1 J must get out of here/ Barinov growled ns we dimbed up 
the slope. It was a very hot evening and the air was. to heavy 
it was bard to breathe. The crimsnn-colaured sun was Belting 
among d,cnse s bluish clouds and gleaming red patches. nflight 
were reflected on She leaves of the buibes, Somewhere I could 
hear thunder rumbling. 

Right in front of me loot's body moved to and fro; the hair 
on his smashed skull had been straightened by the current* 
and seemed to be standing on end. 

I remember his low voice and the fine words he used; 
'There's something childish to every man* t&at't what you 
must sec as the important thing. Take Khnkht.il: you'd think 
he -was made of iron, but he has ihe soul (if 3 child t* 

As he strode along beside im- Kukushkin &aid angrily; 
'They'll do the same to all of us, God* what stupidity!* 

About two days later Khokhol turned up late in the night 
and he was dearly very pleased about something and unusu¬ 
ally friendly. 

When I had lei him into rhe hut he slapped me on the 
shoulder and said: 1 You don't get enough sleep, Makiimycb I' 

Thor's been murdered.' 

Knots of muscle swelled our on hk cheeks and his beard 
quivered and seemed to cascade onto bis chest. Without tak¬ 
ing hj* cap off he stopped in the middle of she room, blinking 
and shaking his head: 'So, they don't know who it was then? 
Yes* of course . 1 

He slowly went over to the window and sat there with his 
legs planted wide apart. 

* Well* I kept warning him , , - have the authorities 
been ? 7 
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‘The local conniable came yesterday/ 

Then he asked: 'Well, what happened?' and he answered 
hi* nwn question: “OF coarse ■ nothing! r 

1 told him that, as always, ihe pfrfkrffltn had stopped at 
Kuzmin 1 * and ordered him to be put tn the ' cooler* £nr hitung 
the shopkeeper, 

'So, And what can you say in that?* 

I went into the kitchen to heat the samovar* 

While we were having tea Romas said: M Feel sorry, ibis 
nation - they kill their own best people! You T d think they were 
afraid of them - ^not needed ”, as they say around heir. When 

I trod the iiagc in Siberia one convieL told me that he was a 
thief and had a gang working for him, there were five of them. 
One of the gang said: Let's stop robbing people. There's 
no sense in it, we still have a rotten lifeT' For saying this they 
strangled him while he was ati □ drunken deep, The man who 
told this story spoke very highly of the murdered man. lf I 
polished off another three after that/* be told me, '*and ii 
doesn't bolher me. But 1 feel sorry for my friend to this day T 
A good man t clever, cheerful, with a fine hollL" And 1 asked, 

II Why did you kill him then? Frightened he would give you 
&way? M Do you know, be look offence at this and said, “No, 
he wouldn't have betrayed us for any price, not for anything! 
Hut we felt uncomfortable with someone like that around. We 
were ail si rule ta and he reined lo be the righteous one. It 
didn't seem right/' 1 

Khi j kiwi got up and started striding round the room with 
Mi hands behind his back. He bdd a pipe between his teeth 
and was dressed in 2 . long white, Tartar smock which reached 
right down to his ankles He stepped firmly with hii bune feet 
and said to a soft thoughtful voice: "Tye mei this fear of 
honest race time juid again, this destruction of a good man- 
You can deal with people like this in two ways; cither you try 
lo finish ihcra olF one way or the other after worrying the life 
out of them first, or, like dogs, you look them straight in the 
face and crawl in i stunt of than on your belly. But that 1 a not 
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So common. And if pteplc try to live with them, in imitate 
them, they can’t and they don't know how to. Perhaps they 
don't want »!* He picked up a glass of tea that liaJ gone cold 
and added: ‘Yea, perhaps they don't want to I lust think, it 
cost people a lot of trouble to make some sort nt life for thtm- 
selvcs and they got used to it. 1 hen along comes someone who 
rebels and says they shouldn't live like that. “Mot like this?" 
they say. Bur we have pul all the strength u r c have into it, to 
hdl with you!” So they get rid of the teacher, the righteous 
man. “Don't interfere.” they say. But the fact remains, those 
who say “don't live like this " are right. And they are i he ones 
who improve fjfc,* 

He waved his arm at a row of books and added: f Especially 
these! Oh, if only I could write a book, but I'm no good at 
that kind of thing. My thoughts ate clumsy, all mixed up.' 

He sat down at the table, propped himself on hts elbows, 
pressed bis hands on his head and said: Tm 10 sorn about 
Iaot.. »* 

After a long silence he raid: 1 Come on, let’s get some sleep,’ 

T went buck to my attic and sat by the window. Summer 
lightning flashed over the fields and flooded half of the sky. 
It seemed that the moon shook with fear when that trans¬ 
parent reddish light poured over the sky, Dogs harked and 
housed in a heart-rending way. If it had not been for that 
howling I could easily lave imagined myself on a desert 
island. Distant thunder rumbled and a heavy current of stifling 
heat poured through the window, laot’s body lay before me 
under an osier bush on the bank. His blue face was turned 
towards the sky and his glassy eyes seemed to he looking 
sternly inwards. Hi* golden beard was matted into pointed 
tufts and bis mouth, wide open In astonishment, wns hiding 
to it. 

'The chief thing, Mnkumydt, is kindness, affection! I love 
Master because it is the most friendly holiday 1* 

lzot’s blue trousers which had dried out in the scotching 
sun dung to hjs legs, washed clean by the Volga. Flies buzzed 

tj« 



over the fiihcrttiAri's face and A strong! nauseating £melJ 
cans*: from hi* body > I could hear heavy foomep* on the slain 
artd Romas came in, bending low under the doorway* He 
an my bunk and gathered hi* beard into hi* Kind. 

1 Well, did you k now I'm getting married? Oh, yes/ 

'It 4 * going tm be hard for a woman here/ [ replied. 

Tie stared at tnc a* though he had expected me to say some¬ 
thing d.K, The reflections from the lightning flashed irtt-o the 
room and filled it with a transparent light, 

*Tm going To marry Masha Dercnkova/ 

I could not help h mi ling. Lip to That minute the thought had 
iievcroccutrd to me drat one could call that girl Masha. 1 do 
hejI remember her father car her brothers ever calling her 
Mtthiu 

* What are you laughing at?* 

* Nothing/ 

k Do you think I'm too old for her? p 
'Ob, not 1 

"She told me jaw were in love with iier/ 

1 Yes, it seems I was, p 
"And now? Has it passed?' 

'Yes, I think So/ 

He let go Ids beard and said softly,, "That often happens at 
your age, not -At mine. It just takes a complete hold on you bo 
you can't think about anything else - there's no strength left! 1 

] li: bared his fine teeth into a smile and went on: 'Antony 
lost the battle of Actium to Octavius because he abandoned 
his Hl'v; and command, and he Ended after Clcopatm in his 
warship when she got frightened and fled from the battle- 
that’s the kind of thing that can. happen I* 

Romas Mood up* straightened himself md repeated, as 
though acting against hia will: s 5o s whatever happens* I'm 
treilin ft married t' 

*Soon 

Tn the autumn, when the apples are finished/ 

He went away, lowering his held under the door more 
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than he needed to* while I got into bed and thought it would 
l\c best if I left in the autumn. But why did be say ait lJme about 
Antony? I did not like that. 

The lime for picking ihe fujit-ripening tipples 'was not far 
off. There was n rich harvest and the branches of the trees 
bowed down to the ground under the weight of the fruit. An 
acrid smell enveloped flic* orchard* children made a loud noise 
as they gathered the maggoty and wind-fallen yellow and pink 
apples. Early in August Romas returned from Kjutan in a 
li a n bottomed boat laden with merdriandltc and with another 
fuJ] of boaes. It was eight o'clock on a weekday morning* 
Khokhol End just changed and washed. As. he began his tea 
be said cheerfully: Tt's lovely .sailing down rhe river at night.* 

Suddenly he stuck hia rtotfc Out and asked g furiously: 'Do 
you think you can smell burning?' 

Ac that momeriE I heard Aksinya wailing in the yard: * We're 
on fircF We rushed outride. One wall of the shed was 
burning from ihc BF.de nearest the kitchen window - in diis 
shed we stored kerosene, tar and oil. For a few moments we 
looked thunderstruck as the yellow longues of fire, pale in the 
bright sunlight, Licked the wall in a business-like way and 
curled up towards the roof. Aksinya brought n bucket of 
water* Khokhol emptied it over the fiery blossoms on the 
wall, dropped it and said: “That’s no goodf Roll die barrels 
out, MakiimycEil Ak&inyii - into che $bop| p 

I tjukkly rolled a barrel of tar out into the yard nnd into the 
sired and got hold of A barrel of kcftrfcneu But when I turned 
it over I found that the bung was missing and the kerosene 
poured out onto the ground. The fire did not linger and sharp 
wedges of flames licked through the wooden planks of the 
shed. The roof began to crackle and something seemed to he 
singing and mocking me. I tolled out the half-empiy barrel 
and saw that from every part of the village women and chib 
dren were running ail along i he street, howling and screaming. 
Khokhol and Aksinya dragged goods out of the shop and 
piled them up in the guUy« A grey-haired old woman dressed 



in Wilds stood in the middie of the street saving her fist 
menacingly am! nil ricked: 'Oh t you devils P 

When I gru buck so tli-e a hud 1 found it hlkd with dense 
smoke Qgiu the middle of which came a humming, cracking 
sound; red ribbons twilled and curled down from the roof. 
The wall hud already become nothing more than an imouides- 
cem lattice, The smoke blinded and choked mc p and I hardly 
had die strength to toll due barrel up to the door of the shed. 
There it got stuck and I was unable to budge it. Sparks ihow- 
ered down from the roof and binned my skin. I called out for 
help. Khokhol came running, seized me by the hand and 
pUiihed me out into the yard. 

'Get out before it explodes E* 

lie threw himself into the hall. 1 rushed after him. and 
dashed up to my m tic where T kept a lot of my books. After I 
had Lhfi>wii diem our of the window t wanted to hurl a hat- 
box after ihuii], but the window was too narrow. So T started 
knocking the frame out wish a heavy weight But then there 
was a dull hang, something splashed violently against the roof 
and l realised lhai the kerosene barrel had capludcd. The roof 
above my head was blaming away and cracking, and a reddish 
stream of fire poured past my window and peered into it on 
its way. The heat became intolerable. E ran to the stairs, but T 
wot met by duck clouds of smoke. Crimson snakes slithered 
over the steps, while down below in the entrance hall there 
was a crunching sound, ns though iron teeth were eating into 
a free. 1 panicked and just stood there Without moving 
for several minutes, blinded by the smoke* hardly able (O 
breathe, A yellow lice with a red beard peered through the 
dormer window above the stairs. If twisted convulsively and 
immediately disappeared. The next moment blood-coloured 
spears of flame broke through the roof. It seemed, as 1 now 
rtmember, that the hair on my head was crackling and 1 could 
hear periling else, 1 realised that l was lost, my leg % grew heavy 
and my eye& smarted badly, although 1 covered them with my 
hands. 



Bur life's wise instinct for survival shoved me the only way 

escape. I seized my mattress and pillow and a bunch of bast 
ia my arms, wrapped Homas* sheepskin coat over my head 
nod jumped Out of rhe window. 

3 regained consciousness or the edge of the gully and found 
Remits squatting in Front of me and trying: < Whfl. j »t? 3 ’ 

I stood tip and Felt that I was going mad as t watched the 
hui growing smaller, with red splinters falling all round it. 
Crimson dog rnngue* of fire Were Licking the black earth in 
front of It. Black smoke poured out of the windows and yel¬ 
low flower? rocked to and Fro as they bloMomed on the roof 
■Well, are you all right?' Khokhol shouted. Mis face, revered 
tn sweat and smeared with soot, was weeping dirty tears and 
his eyts hJ inked In Fright. Pi tee el of bast were tangled up with 
Ms beard. A rcfrcsMng wave of joy swept over me - such a 
tremendous sensation 1 — and then I felt a. searing pain in my 
left foot. I lay down and told Khnkhoh dislocated my 
foot." He felt it and suddenly gave it a sharp jerk. A terrible 
pain shot through me and a few minutes later, drunken with 
joy [although limping slightly) I was carrying the things that 
had been saved along to the bath-house* while Romos said 
cheerfully, his pipe clenched between Ms teeth: *1 was sure 
you would be burned to death when that barrel blew up and 
the kemsene splashed on die roof. The flames shot up in a 
column, very big they were and then an enormous mushroom 
appeared In the sky and rhe whole hut was swallowed up by 
the fire. WeJl, I thought that teas the last of Malusimycht* By 
now he had calmed down again, as always, methodically piling 
some things into a heap and telling the grubby, dishevelled 
Aksinya: ' Sit here and watch this lot while I go and pour more 
water ., / White pieces of paper fluttered about in the smoke 
over the gully. 

*ObJ * Romas said, ’I’ra sorry about the books. They were 
my very own . . .' Four huts were already burning. There 
was not much wind so the fire took its dine; it spread left - and 
right and sent out supple little creeper that seemed to hook 



onto fence* and roofs wills relucrancc. A fiery comb scraped 
»ii the thatched roof* Crooked, fiery finger* ran rwut die wattle 
fences and played on them as though they were psalteries. In 
that a cooky air \ could hear the evil,, "whinnying, passionate 
song of the flames and the soft, almost tender crackling of 
smouldering timber. Go-Men embers fell out from the clouds 
of smoke onto the street and yards, and peasant men and 
women ms bed around in wild confusion* concerned only 
for their own property and setting up .1 non-stop watlingi 
'Water I * 

Hut water was. far away, down the hill, in the Volga. Romas 
quickly herded some peasant! together, seizing them by the 
shoulder and shoving them along. Then he divided them into 
two groups and ordered them to break down the fences and 
oui buildings along bodi ridet of the fire. They obeyed him 
submissively and now they tackled the fire mure sensibly as it 
confidently tried tti devour the whole street finl all the same, 
they weni about the job apprehensively, without any hope, as 
though doing someone dsc's wotk. 

Now I was in a joyful mood and I felt stronger than ever 
before. At the end of the street I noticed n crowd of rich peas¬ 
ants with the village elder Kuzmin at their bend. They jkiat 
fltnod there idfy like spectators, shouting and waving arms 
and sticks. Peasants tode in from ibe fields waving their 
elbows high as their cars. Howling women went to meat ihum 
and Ihc village hoys started scampering all over the place. The 
outbuildings in another yard caught fire and il was necessary 
to chop down the waffs of a shed as soon as possible. This wus 
made nf thick watde and It was already decorated with crirn~ 
boo ribbons of fire. The peasants started hacking down the 
fence, bur sparks and burning embers came showering down 
on them and they sprang back* rubbing thdr ahiru with the 
palms of their hands. 

1 Don't be cowards ( 1 shouted Khokhol. 

But this did not help. £0 he tore someone's cap off and 
pressed it down over my head, 
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'Start chopping from this end, I'll start from heft I * 

I hacked through two stakes, one after the oilier, nnd the 
wall begun to shake. E then scrambled up it and tried lo catch 
bold of the top„ but Khokhol pulled me back by my legs and 
I he whole wall fell in, covering roe almost up to my brad. The 
peasants threw the wattle out m 10 the street, 

*Gct burnt?" Romas asked. 

His anxiety only increased my agility and strength-1 wanted 
to excel in front of ibis imn who wan so dear to me and I 
worked furiouily, \mi to cam his praise, Above us paged from 
our books were $rill flying around in the smoke like pigeons. 
On the righi we succeeded rn chocking the fire, hut on die (eft 
it spired even further, engulfing a tenth yard, Ron™ left some 
of the peasants to follow the crafty meandering * of the red 
snakes and then he drove most of the men to the area on the 
left, As we ran past the rich peasants I beard someone shout 
maliciously: 'It** arson I" wliilc the shopkeeper said; "Better 
look in hra bath-house f" These wards settled unpleasantly in 
my memory. 

Everyone knows that excitement - especially joyful excite¬ 
ment - increases onc*s strength- I excited and l worked 
oblivious of everything and finally exhausted myself, T remem¬ 
ber skiing on the ground and leaning against somctliing hoi + 
RoflW poured water uut of a bucket over me* while the peas¬ 
ants formed a circle round us and respectfully muttered: 
# He*i a Simng boy l* 

* He won't Jet you down/ 

1 pressed my head to Romas* leg and burst into shameful 
tears. S k stroked my head and said: 'Have a rest- You J ve done 
enough/ 

Kukushkin and Barinov, black as devils With soot, led me 
away into the gully and tried id console me: 

'W$ nothing it*s all over no w, 1 

* Frightened? 1 

I bad hardly rime in lie down and come to my senses when 
1 suw ten of the "rich ones* going down into the gully, us- 
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Wards our bath-house. At their Head vu the village elder, 
while behind him rwu local pe/liecwn were leading Romas 
by ihc ami. He had cio cap, one sleeve tifhil wei shirt had been 
lorn off, his pipe was siiil sticking between his tceth s and hia 
faec frowned grimly. I lc looked terrifying. Kostin the tidier 
shook a stick and rnarcd furiously: 'Into the lire with Him. 
the heretic! * 

'Open up the bath-house . 1 

1 Smash die lock T the kcy T & lost, 1 Romas said in a loud voice, 
1 leaped up, iri^cd 3 wooden stake that was lying on the 
ground ^ind stood at his tide. The policemen moved away, 
while the village ddcf cried in a shrill s frightened voice: 1 God¬ 
fearing people, you are not allowed to break locks/ 

Kuzmin pointed jlt met and them ted: here's smother one 
now ... who is hc? N 

+ Take it easy, MjitaimycV Romas said. ‘They think I hid 
goods in the bath-house and set tire to the *hop, p 
1 T t was the two of you E 1 
‘ Break ihe lock l' 

* God-fearing people . 

1 Well answer ! 1 
'Our answer »* * / 

Romas whisperedt ‘Stand with your back to mine so they 
cjm*t hit you from behind/ 

They broke the bath-houre lock and a Few men K|UPC3t?d 
through the doot, hut almost immediately they came out 
again. Meanwhile I shoved my stake into Romas" hand and 
picked another up. 

‘Nothing there.” 

■Nothing? 1 

1 Ah, the crafty devils 1 * 

Someone said timidly: ‘It's no good/ 

And he was answered by some wild, apparently drunken 
voices: 1 Why is it no good ? 1 
'Into the fire with them 1' 

‘Trouble maker*/ 



11 faking ilidr own guilds E p 

'Thieved The whole hit of them arc thfcrra/ 

’Stop il T roared Roma?. ’YouVe seen wit Li your own eyes 
that IVc nothing hidden in the bath-house - what more proof 
do you want? Everything's burnt, you can see what’s been 
staved, can’t you? And why should 1 set fire to my own pro¬ 
perty?" 

s It F & For the ifisunmcer 

And once again a dnraa yokes yelled violently; ’No point 
in jusE kttfcing at ihcmP 

'Enough l Opt patknee is gone! .. / 

My legs shook and every thing wens dark for a moment. I 
could see wild faces through that reddish mist, with hairy 
holes for mouths, and I had difficulty in stopping myself from 
hitting those people. They kept on shouting and jumping 
around us. 

’Oh ho, tkeyVe got stakes! p 

* They 'll tear my beard off, 1 Khokhol s.iid T and T sensed t!i jtt 
lie was smiling. ’And you'll cop it too ( Makslniychl But take 
it cosy, easy * + / 

’ [jiofc, the young one's got an axeE" 

In actual fact 1 had an $Xc hanging from my heir, which 1 
had forgotten (thouE, 'They look frightened now,* Komafi 
said* 'Bur don't use that axe if they slarc something , , 

Ad unfamiliar, small, insignificant-looking peasant with 
a timp danced about comkaJIy and squealed furiously: 

4 Chuck bricks at them from here! Come on, hit me on the 
head!' 

He put his words Into action, picked up a piece of brick and 
caught me in the stomach. But before! could reply Kukushkin 
flew down onto him like a hawk and they rolled down the 
gully locked together, Pankov, Barinov, the smith and about 
another ten men run after Kukushkin* Immediately I heard 
Kukushkin say in a dignified voice : 4 Yot) T M ifchnylo Antonov* 
ore a clever man and you should know that fires make men go 
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mad * . * Rnmiis saldh 1 Moksimych, let's go down to die pub 
on the river bank.' I lc n>ok his pipe out of his mouth and with 
a sharp jerk shoved it into a trouser pocket. Using die stake- 
to lean on he wearily climbed out of the gully and wlwn Kuz¬ 
min (who was will king at hii side) said something, he answered 
without looking at him: B Genr off, you foolP 

On the place where our hut had been a golden heap of 
embers was smouldering. In the middle cbe siovc was arifi 
standing. The pipe had survived as well and light blue wisps 
nf MTiokc dnfted oni uf it into the hot air. The red hot bjrs of 
a bunk stuck out like spider's kgs. Charred door posts stood 
by the fire like black watchmen, and one of them seemed to be 
wearing ,1 red hat nt embers and small flames, tike a cotkT 
feathers. 

* My books are ail burnt / Khokhol said with a sigh. ‘TfiaiT 
annoying I 1 The village boys pus bed large charred logs out 
into the muddy sneer, jusr us though they were piglets, and 
they hissed and fizzled out, hliing the air with an amd T whitish 
smoke, One nf the buy*, about Eve yc^ra old and with Sight 
blue eyes and fair hair, ml in a warm black puddle bearing a 
dented buck*.i with ,l stick and listening to the sound uf the 
blows on ihe met at with iuterine enjoymeru, The peasants, who 
bad to&t everything in the fire, walked around gloomily and 
piled up whar was left of their domestic possessions into little 
heaps. Women cried and swore, and quarrelled over a. few 
charred bits of wood. The trees in the garden* behind the 
scene pf rivet fire stood motionless and on many of them the 
foliage had turned rcddith-brnwn fro m the heat - one could 
sec tile rich crop of rosy apples more easily now. 

We went down to the river, had a swim and then we fcU 
silently drinking tea in the pub nn the bank. 

Romas said: f Those blood-suckers have lost ilieir apples 
now „ - J 

Pankov carue up f looking more pensive and subdued than 
ever. 

*Wd! f my friend?' Khnkhn] asked. 
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Pankov shrugged lib shoulders and aald; H My hut was 
insured. 1 

Is'n one said anything, mid we peered id each other in* 
quiringly. just Ukc stomgtnt. 

'What will you do now, Mikhail AnEOnych?* 

TO have to think about it,* 

“You should get out of here. 1 

Tii 

Pankov said: 'I have a plan, let's gn outside and talk it over 
on our own. 1 

They went ofh Pankov pit used at the door and told me: 
* Can't say you Ye shy E You'll he a El right here - they'll he 
frigh tened of you .. f 

1 went down to the river bank , 1 s well, lay down under some 
bushes njid looked at the river. Ie was still hot* although the 
sun was already setting in the west. My whole life in the vil¬ 
lage unfolded before me in a broad scroll, and seemed to he 
painted on the surface of die river. J felt sad. But tiredness, 
soon got the upper hand and l fell fast asleep. 

s Hey. P l heard someone shouting through my sleep and I 
felt that someone Was? FI baking pnr1 dragging me off some¬ 
where, *Are you dead? Wake up! 1 

A purple moon shone ovee the meadows, large as a wheel. 
Barinov was leaning over me and shaking me. 

'Come on now, Khokhol's looking for you. Hc r s worried!* 

He grumbled as he walked behind me. 

' You've no right in fad atleep juat where you like. Suppos¬ 
ing someone comes Up the hill and stumbles - a stupe might 
fall on you,. Or they might do it on purpose. We're not die 
joking sort. People have a good memory for wrong done to 
them, fJeridcs that, EhcyVc got nothing Eo remember any¬ 
way.* 

Someone was quietly moving around in the bushes on the 
river bank and I saw the brandies shake. 

'Found him ? T I heard MigttfYl rich Voice Stoking, 

TJJ take you to him, 1 Barinov Answered* 
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\tc walked a few pace* away and then said with a sigh: 
'He*# going poaching for fish. Migun's Hfc isn't easy either,' 

Rom rebuked me angrily when he came up: ate 

you roaming around for? Looking fora good hiding ? p 

When we Were alone Romas md in a soft, gloomy voice: 

4 Pankov i& offering you a place wilh him. He wants to open a 
shop. But! dorrii advise you to gn, Listen. 1 sold him every¬ 
th] ng ihat was left, Lin going to Vyatka and in a short white 
HI write for you to come. All right?' 

Til think about it/ l replied. 

"Think then/ 

He lay on tbe floor* fidgeted a little and then Vtl silenL 1 
sat iit the window looking at the Volga. The moon 1 ! reflection 
reminded me of the flames in the fire. Over by the meadows a, 
steam tug heavily splashed its paddles. Three maat lamps fid led 
aiojvg In the darkness and seemed to toudi the stars. Wotting 
them out at times, 

e Are you annoyed with the peasants ?' Rf>mas asked sleepily, 
"You shouldn't be. They're stupid, !hat's *1L Now malice is 

a stupid thing . 1 

Hts words did not bring me any comfort and did nothing 
to sofien my fury and sharp sense of injury. Again t saw before 
me animal-like mouths with hair growing round them, 
belching out their vicious cries; * Throw some brick* from 
where we're standing. 1 

At this time I still could not forget things best forgotten, E 
saw very 1 well that t in each of those people* taken individually, 
there was not very' much malic?, often none at all. They were 
essentially pood-hearted immais And it was not difficult to 
make any one of ihem smile like a child, and any one of them 
would III ten to stories about quests for intellect and happiness, 
about the great exploits of magnanimous men with the credu- 
Lily of children. Everything that aroused dreams of an easy 
life, in which mail's will was tile, only law, was dear to their 
strange semis, 

But when they gathered in one grey mass at village assem- 
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foltea nr in the pub on the river bank, they left behind all that 
was fine in them and they dressed ihcmsclves like prints 
in veutmentB of lies and hypocrisy. Some dog-like desire to 
pkaic the flirong ones in the village took possesion of them 
and then it disgusted me To look at them. They would sud¬ 
denly l>e seised by fits of wolfish spite and would bristle up* 
with teeth hared. Then they would bowl wildly at each other* 
niady fof a fight - and they would fight, over any trifle. At 
thrse moments they w ere terrifying add they seemed capable of 
destroying the very church where only the previous evening 
t hey bad gathered humbly and submissively, like sheep En a fold. 
They had their own poets and storyteUcta, who were loved 
by no one, and who were the laughingstock of the whole 
village, helpless and despised. 

f just could not go on living with such people and I poured 
our alt my bitter thoughts to Romas on the same day we 
parted. 

p A haaty conclusion/ be said reproachfully. 

"But what can T do T if Vm firmly convinced of lt? p 
1 An erconcoiiE conclusion* Unfounded/ 

For a long time he* kept trying m convince me with hi; fine 
words that I wo* wrongj that I had made a mistake, 

1 Don't judge hastily. Judging others is tbs; easiest thing in, 
the world* so don't get carried away by it. Look at everything 
calmly and remember one thing: ev cry tiling passes, every¬ 
thing changes for the better. You say jfwfy ? Yes, and for that 
reason it Josh I Poke your nose in everywhere, fed everything 
out: fcr yourself. Fear nothing* but don + t judge 1 tastily. Good¬ 
bye, my dear little friendIF 

We met again fifteen years later in 5cd!ets s after Rmnos had 
served n ten-year sentence m Yakutsk for being minted up with 
the ’People's Right * parry- A heavy, leaden fed mg ok wcari- 
ness took hold of me when he left Kro&novidpvo and I wan¬ 
dered around the village just like a young puppy that liad lost 
its master. 

I went round the countryside with Barinov* working for 
rich peasants, threshing,, digging potatoes, clearing garden a. 



T lived in hh bath-house. *Akksd Makeimycb - .1 leader with- 
nut any follower. Right?* he asked me one rainy evening* 
'Shall we go down to the sea tomorrow ? Good heavens* 
nothing to may hefe hit] They don't like Our kind, you never 
know what they might get up £0 when thcyVc drunk.' 

This wa§ not the first time Barinov trad said this, He too 
wu miserable- His ape-like bands drooped impotenily. and he 
kept on looking round gloomily* as though he had lost hu 
way in a forest. Rain lashed against the bath-house window 
and a stream of water washed away at one corner and flowed 
in a noisy torrent down ro the bottom of the gully. The pale 
lightning of the last storm flickered feebly* Barinov asked 
softly: * Shall we go then? Tomorrow"? 1 

And so wc went. 

t cannot describe how wonderful it was to sail down the 
Volga on an autumn night, sitting at die stem of a barge 
steered by a hairy monster with m enormous heard. Lapping 
his heavy feci on the deck and sighing deeply: 

r Gh-oopl D-rto . « * 00 .. / 

The water gently lapped behind the stern in a silky stteam a 
thick as resin* an d appeared to be boundless. Black autumnal 
clouds swirled over the river. Nothing el&e seemed to 
besides the slow motion of the darkness which hloitcd out the 
river hanks. It seemed that the w r holc earth had tncltcd away 
into it and w as transformed into something smoky and liquid* 
flowing downward* in an unending, unbroken stream with aJJ 
its heavy mass into a silent expanse where there was no sun* 
nor moon, nor stars -.. 

Ahead, in the damp darkness, the invisible steam tug panted 
as it painfully toiled away, m though trying to resist the fetili- 
cni Force thtut was drawing it on. Three lights - tw o nver the 
^■qti tt and ooc high up above the others - led it on it* way. 
Another four swam nearer to me, under the rain clouds* just 
like golden carp* and one of them w’ai the lamp on the mast 
of our barge. I felt mi though I was endowed m a cold* oily 
bubble which was gently sliding downhill and I was caught 



in it* like i midge. It seemed ih.il ihe ship was flowing down, 
and the moment was near: w3hen it would come to a complete 
halt. Then the lug would &top grumbling and beating its 
paddles through the heavy waters and all sounds would fall 
awny iike leaves from a tree and would be obliterated like 
chalk inscriptions. Then immobility and silence would ho Ed 
me in their majestic embrace. And that large man in Mi lorn 
sheepskin jacket and a mitered hat* pacing about at the rud¬ 
der,, would slop quite still, under a perpetual spdJ, arid he 
would never cry againt 'Orr-upl Goo-utrl* 

T asked him: f What's your name?* 

1 What's that to you? 7 he replied in a dull voice. 

As we sailed away from Ka*an t noticed in the sunset that 
this man was as clumsy as, a bcar p had a hairy face without any 
eye*. An he stood over ihe rudder he would empty a boitEc of 
vodka into a wooden jug and polish ft off in just two swigs like 
water and [hen bite into an apple. When the tug perked die 
Wgc this man “would clulch the rudder, peer at the red disc 
of the sum shake his head and say: “God be blessed L’ 

The nig was towing four barges from the fair at Nizhny tn 
Astrakhan. They were laden with iron* barrels of cug,tr and 
some very heavy boxes - all destined for Persia* Barinov up¬ 
ped the boxes with his foot, snilMd and snidi "Must be rifles 
from the Izhev Factory. 1 

But the man at the rudder prodded him in the stomach with 
his fist and asked: + What's that to do with you? 1 
- It was just in my thoughts . .* 

' Would you like it in the face as well?* 

W £ did not tiave the money to pay the fares by passenger 
boat and we had been taken on board *out of kindness J and 
although we *kept watch 1 with the sailors, everyone on that 
barge looked oft us as beggars. 

Barinov said reproachfully:; 1 And you talk about the people. 
It^i quiie simple p I he one in the driving seat cornel out on 
top , . .* 

The darkness was so intense that the other barges were in- 



visible, except Foe the tips nf ihc masts lit up by thdr lanterns 
against the background of doada of smoke that smelled of oil 

T was Irritated by the bdniim:m 5 t gloomy silence. But cbe 
boatswain had given me the job of keeping watch with that 
animal at tbe rudder. As be watched the lights swinging round 
the river bends he softly said: 'Hey. take hold I' 

1 would Leap to my fecc and rum the rudder, 

"That's fine/ he would growl. 

And 1 would sh down on the deck again. It was impossible 
to hold a conversation with, that maiip since all he did was ask: 
‘What** that to d» with you? 1 

Ift'bai u'tiJ lie thinking about? When we passed a place where 
the yellow waters of the Kama merged with the steely ribbcrn 
of the Volga he looked towards the north and growled i 
"Scum * . 

"Who?* 

Me did not answer. 

Somewhere far off* in the depths of the darkness, dogs 
howled and barked* a reminder that there were still traces of 
li ft- mu yet completely mi tied by the dark. They seemed quite 
beyond reach and unwanted here, 

"The dogs here ate nasty/ the man at the mdder suddenly 
said: 

1 Where »* . here ?* 

1 Everywhere* Where I came from they have rttff dogs. 1 

* Where’* that? 1 

‘Vologda. 1 

And rise grey, heavy word* poured oat* just like potatoes 
hum a broken sack. - Who** that with you - your uncle? Tn my 
opinion he’s a fool. But my uncle's clcvcr s and dashing, aod 
rich. Owns a jetty nt Simbirsk, and a pub. On the river bank. 1 
Me said all this very slowly; and apparently with difficulty, then 
Stated with invisible eyes at the lamp on the moat and watched 
h crawling in the web of darkness like a golden spider, 

‘Catch hold - . . well, can you read and write? Don p ! you 
know who writes the laws?* 
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Without waiting for an answer be went on: 4 Seme say \t'$ 
the Tsar, tome stay the Metropolitan, some the Scostc, If 1 
knew for sure i would go and see him and say : lc You write the 
kwa in mch a way that 1 can't even mkc a swing* let alone hit 
someone! Ijtoi must be like inra. Like a lock. They’ve locked 
my heart up and that's the end of itl pp This would be my 
answ er. But in this way I can’t even answer. Oh no I 1 

He mumbled to himsdf, ever mote softly and incoherently 
as he tapped Ms fiat on the wooden lever. 

Someone hailed on u loudspeaker From the tug and the dull 
Voice ofu man seemed just ,ts out of plaice at eIil dogs' howling 
and harking which had already been sucked in by the richness 
of the night* 

Oily., yellow reflections of the lamps drifted and melted 
away by the sides of tlidr tug, incapable of casting light on 
anything- And those dense, vbcoujt dark clouds, heavy with 
rain, floated over our heads like sediment. 

Deeper nod deeper we slipped into rhe silent depth* of 
darkness* The hcIm&inLUi gloomily complained: " Wijfti have 
they brought me to? My heart c*n*t breathe . . . T 

[ was overcome by indifference - indifference and dreary 
ychurning. 1 just wanted to sleep. 

/A weak, grey sunless dawn struggled through the clouds* 
and wearily crept up rhe ^ky. It turned line water a leaden 
colour and showed up yellow bushea on the river banks, 
iron-like pines with trunks covered with rust, thdr branches 
like black paws, a mw of village huts, die figure of n peasant 
who seemed to be can ed out of stone. The crooked feathers 
of a seagull whistled as il Mew over the barge. 

The helmsman and myself were reliev ed from our waleh and 
I crawled under a tarpaulin and fell adeep. But very soon (or 
so it seemed) I was awakened by the sound of stamping and 
btmuiing. 1 poked my bead out and saw three sailors pressing 
die helmsman against the wall of a cabin and shouting in a 
mixed chorus: H Drop it, PctrokhaP 
*Good God - donT jflmyP 



'Thai 9 * enough from you]* 

Tilt kdmiman stood lLccc quire dimly with arms crossed 
ursd hi* fingers digging into his rhouldcrs, He pressed some 
bundle down onto the deck With one foot; braked at every one 
in tufa and implored them ho»r*e3y: b Let me escape from 
*int f 

He was barefooted, without any hat, just shirt and troupers, 
A dark mass of uncombed hair stuck out and fell down over 
hi 5 stubborn piotrading forehead. Underneath thit mess one 
Could see his tiny a mole-like eye*, which were bloodshot and 
had an imploring uneasy Link, 

J You p U drown,* they were paying to liim* 
p Mc? Never, Let me go d brother. If you don*! I'll kih him! 
As soon as we get to Simbirsk . * ■ ITI «„ J 
'Now atop ill* 

'Oh, brothers . * « p 

He slowly spread his arms wide apart, foil down on his 
knee*, touched the cabin wuJJ with hi* arms a* though he were 
being rrudhed and related- ‘Let me escape from imT 
There Was something really staggering in his peculiarly deep 
voice. HU parted arm* were as long as oars and his Kinds 
trembled with outstretched palms. His bear dike face quivered 
in its frame of shaggy beard and his moje-like blind eyes bulged 
out of their sockets like tiny dark halts- It seemed that some 
unseen hand bad gripped him by the threat and was choking 
him* 

The peasantx silent if made way for him. He clumsily got 
to his feet, lifted the bundle and said: 'Well, thank you," 

He went to ibe tide and jumped into the river with un¬ 
expected case, 1 mriied to the side a* well and saw PetrukhaV 
head moving. J k had placed the bundle on it like 2 hat and 
was swimming diagonally across the river towards a sandy 
bank where bushes, bowing under rhe wind, leaned forward 
to meet him and cast ihcii yellow leaves Into the water* The 
peasants said: 'So he got a grip of himself after all] p 
*Hu* he gone mad? 9 1 asked, 
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¥ Gonc mad? No> lie 1 * done that to save his soul, , P * 

Fctruldm had already reached a iholkw spot, stood bresit 
deep in. the water and waved bis ban-dlc over Ilia head- 

The sailors *hooted; 'Good - by - yd* 

Someone mfced: ‘What will be do without a pa$$prie-t? r 

A red-haired bsncly-lcggt-d sail or took ^nut pleasure in 
telling me: 'Id Simbirsk he has a rorteii unde who cheated 
him out of everything, So he made up hU mind u> kill him* 
Yea. But in the end he saved himself snd escaped from sin. 
PtoAsmti are like wild animals. bur they are good-hearted. 
He*s a good man * * / 

And now that good man was already striding upstream 
along a narrow strip of sand* and then lie diappeared into the 
bushes. 

The sailors mimed out to be very kind - they were all from 
the same district so- myself and they had lived along the Volga 
from time immemorial* By the evening f was feeling quite at 
home among them. But the newt day I noticed that they wem 
looking me gloomily* distrustfully. I guessed Immediately 
that the devil bad pulled Barinov’s tongue and that this 
dreamer Had told the bargees something, 

'Have you been saying anything to them? 1 I asked. 

With a smile in his womanish eyet he scratched himself be¬ 
hind one ear in embai-mssvrienf and confessed: 4 1 told them a 

BiiUV 

'And didn't I tell you to keep quiet ? J 

'1 did, but it wm such an interesting story. We wanted to 
pky cards hut the helmsman took them audit became terribly 
boring! So 1 told them . - .* 

From my cross-examination it became dear ihaE Barinov* 
from sheer boredom, had concocted a very amusing story, at 
the end of which Khokhol and myself appeared fighting a 
crowd of peasants with succs* like ancient Vikings. 

It was impossible io fed angry with him - truth for him wu 
beyond reality* Once* when t was out with him btsking for 
Work and had sat down to rest on the edge of a gully* in a 
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persuasive, friendly voice. Lie started exhorting met 1 You have 
io find your own kind of truth* for yourself. Look over there 
beyond the gully - a herd's gracing, a dog's running around, 
a shepherd's walking, Well, what of it? What food for our 
souls is there? My dear boy* just look: evil men are the truth, 
but where ore The good ones.? Not even invented yet, oh no! 9 

At Simbirsk the sailors, in the most unfriendly way* told us 
to get oil the boar. 

'We dor/t want your kind/ they laid. 

They rowed us to the jetties at Simbink and wc dried our- 
el-Ivcs out on she bank. Wc had thirty-seven kopecks In our 
pockets. 

Then we went off to a pub for some tea, 

'What ihall we do now? s I asked. 

Barinov said convincingly: E Well* what then? We must keep 
going/ 

Wc got a* far as Samara, as stowaways nn a passenger sliip 
and there wc got jobs on a barge. After seven dsiys we had 
reached the shore* of the Caspian almost without incident, 
and tiierc wc ftuiml work with a small guild of fishermen In 
the filthy Kalmyk firiicry of Ksbankul bai. 
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